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ACT  I. 

Scene. — Room  in  a  Country  Inn ,  looking  into  the  road . 
Truffles  and  Felix  Goldthumb  at  table ,  r.,  dining . 

Truffles,  (l.  of  table)  The  trout  is  somewhat  dry 
alone.  What  money  have  you,  my  young  friend? 

Felix,  (r.  of  table)  Fifteen  and  sixpence. 

Tuuff.  Landlord - 

Enter  Jugby,  c.,  from  R. 

A  bottle  of  sherry. 

Exit  Jugby,  c.,  and  returns  with  bottle — he  uncorks 
it)  $c. 

Felix.  This  is  the  fourth  day  Fve  played  truant. 

When  I  started,  I  had  in  my  pocket - 

Truff.  It  is  no  matter.  Our  present  business  is  only 
V‘th  the  balance.  (Jugby  places  wine  before  him)  So! 
the  grape.  ( drinks ) 

Felix.  Will  it  do? 

Truff.  Oh,  highway  tipple.  Drink  it  from  a  vinegar- 
cruet,  and  ’twould  pass  without  suspicion. 

Jugby.  ( behind  table ,  o.)  Oh,  sir,  oh!  The  heads  of 
nubility  stop  here  for  that  sherry. 

Felix.  1  Twill  do  for  me  :  good  or  bad,  I  know  little  of 
'wine. 

Truff.  Sir,  it  pains  me  to  hear  that  any  man’s  education 
has  been  so  neglected.  Well,  what  follows  the  trout? 
Any  hashed  venison? 

Jugby.  No  venison,  sir ;  none  nearer  than  the  park,  and 
that’s  alive* 
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Felix.  Oh,  a  rump-steak. 

Jugby.  Only  one  butcher,  sir;  and  he  doesn’t  kill  till 
Saturday. 

Truff.  Well,  broil  a  fowl.  You’ve  plenty  of  fowls? 

Jugby.  Dozens,  sir:  but  just  now  they’re  all  sitting. 

Felix,  Pshaw!  Can’t  have  a  fowl? 

Jugby.  You  may  if  you  please,  sir:  but  if  you  take  the 
parent,  I  must  charge  you  for  the  chickens. 

Truff.  We  left  the  banquet,  sir,  to  you  ;  and  we’re  to 
have  nothing  but  trout,  and  trout,  too,  caught  by  my 
friend?  Fellow,  do  you  think  a  gentleman  is  to  be  in¬ 
debted  only  to  his  own  exertions  for  his  own  dinner? 

Jugby.  I’ve  some  beautiful  bacon,  sir.  Such  pink  and 
white!  Streaked,  sir,  like  a  carnation. 

Truff.  Bacon! 

Jugby.  Ladies  of  title  come  here  to  eat  our  bacon.  Now, 
sir,  if  you’d  like  some  eggs  and  bacon - 

Felix.  Delicious!  let’s  have  it.  (Jugby  crosses  to  l.) 

Truff.  Eggs  and  bacon  !  Is  there  such  a  dish  ?  Well, 
for  once,  I’ll  submit  to  the  experiment.  And  landlord, 
I  stay  here  to-night.  Good  beds,  I  hope:  eh?  Real 
goose  ? 

Jugby.  Oh,  sir!  People,  sir,  who  can’t  get  any  rest  at 
home,  come  here  only  to  sleep  with  us.  Exit  Jugby,  l. 

Felix.  Well,  I  thank  my  stars,  I  can  eat  anything. 

Truff.  I  am  shocked  to  hear  it,  sir ;  for  in  that  case 
half  the  beauties  of  creation  are  lost  upon  you. 

Felix.  Are  they  so  ?  Then  why  have  I  stolen  from 
Oxford?  Why,  this  morning,  heard  the  lark’s  first  song — 
saw  the  first  red  light  of  day, — and  as  I  gulped  the 
morning  air,  sweetened  from  blade  and  bush,  felt 
drunk- - 

Truff.  Drunk,  sir? 

Felix.  With  happiness;  that  with  such  a  world  about 
us,  poor  men,  despite  of  all,  have  rich  estates,  and  nature’s 
truest  title  to  enjoy  them. 

Truff.  Yes;  the  luxury  of  staring.  Nevertheless,  sir, 
wax  and  parchment  are  pretty  things,  (aside)  This  is  an 
eccentric  young  nobleman,  who’d  pass  for  a  pauper. 

Felix,  (aside)  Four  days’  holiday;  and  now  must  I 
turn  homeward.  Leave  the  green  turf  for  the  dust  of  a 


TIME  WORKS  WONDERS* 


5 


Act  1.] 


shop — the  skylark's  song  for  the  chaffering  of  trade. 
(aside)  Four  days  and — I  scent  the  eggs  and  bacon.  I — 
I  don’t  know  your  name,  sir,  but - 

Truff.  ( rising )  Truffles.  Professor  Truffles,  (sits  again) 

Felix.  Mine  is  Goldthumb — Felix  Goldthumb.  But  I 
was  about  to  ask  were  you  ever  in  Arabia — odoriferous 
Arabia  ? 

Truff.  I've  travelled  much  ;  but  not — I — I  think  not 
in  Arabia. 

Felix.  Nor  I ;  but  from  what  I've  read,  this  must  be 
very  like  it. 

Truff.  This  ?  What  ? 

Felix.  This  perfume  stealing  from  the  kitchen. 

Truff.  Though  it  is  a  dish  I  never  heard  of,  it  promises 

well.  It  really - (a  noise  as  of  chaise,  r. — they  rise  and 

look  through  window ,  r.) 

Felix,  (looking  towards  window')  Eh !  what's  this  ?  A 
post-chaise  and — yes — one  of  our  Oxford  men.  Petticoats, 
too !  Professor  Truffles,  you  have  seen  the  world — is 
that  really  a  postboy,  or  Cupid  ? 

Truff.  (looking  through  window ,  r.)  Worse,  sir, 
worse — Hymen.  Yes ;  if  I  know  anything  of  horseflesh, 
those  chesnuts  are  bound  for  the  church,  (returns  to  table 
and  sits) 

Felix.  Poor  beasts!  'Twould  almost  appear  they 
knew  as  much;  for  they  seem  resolved  not  to  budge 
another  foot.  Oh,  Professor !  see  you  that  lovely  girl  ? 

Truff.  Sir,  I  am  now  nine-and-forty ;  and  it  is  at  least 
twenty  years  since  I  saw  any  girl  answering  that  de¬ 
scription.  (crossing  towards  l.,  and  looking  off) 

Felix.  What  eyes — what  lips!  What — why  it's  the 
baker’s  daughter ! 

Truff.  (c.)  That  any  man  can  think  of  such  trifles 
before  his  dinner! 

Felix.  It  seems  but  a  few  weeks  since  she  was  a  wild 
thing,  running  about  in  a  pinafore,  and  eating  bread-and- 
butter. 

Truff.  Yes;  and  you'll  think  the  innocent  creatures 
will  go  on  eating  it  for  years  to  come,  when  somebody 
whispers  “  bride-cake," — and  down  drops  the  bread-and- 
butter.  (looks  off,  L.) 
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Felix,  [aside)  Eh, — Clarence  Norman,  the  proud  baro 
net’s  nephew !  He  the  swain !  He  marry !  1  hope  h 
means  fairly  now.  I  trust  it  is  the  church. 

Truff.  Where,  sir,  where  is  this  Araby  you  spoke  of 

Felix,  [aside)  Stay,  is  she  the  bride?  Is  it  she  or  he 
companion?  No  ’tis  not  she,  though  she  has  a  sparkb 
in  her  eye— a  laughter  at  her  lip  might  give  a  man  { 
pleasant  heart-ache.  Now,  sir,  tell  me;  in  all  th< 
world - 

Truff.  Sir,  just  now,  I  hate  the  world  ;  and  witl 
reason.  Atlas  himself  couldn’t  have  borne  the  world 
with  half  a  dinner. 

Felix.  Was  there  ever  such  a  beauty  in  one  post- 
chaise  ?  Beauty,  that  might  lead  a  man  to  death  ? 

Truff.  [aside)  That’s  the  kitchen.  Be  you  led  by 
beauty ;  I’ll  be  led  by  the  nose.  Exit,  l.  u  e 

Felix,  [looking  off )  c.  and  r.)  The  gentleman — in  a  high 
passion,  too,— comes  this  way.  With  the  thought  that’s 
fallen  upon  me,  I  am  right  glad — though  my  dear  old 
father  will  rate  me  soundly  for  it — glad  I’ve  strolled  thus 
far  from  Oxford. 


Enter  Clarence ,  followed  by  Postboy,  c.from  r. 

Post.  (l.  c.)  It’s  always  so.  If  a  poor  man  talks 
reason,  you  gentlemen  call  it  impertinence. 

Clarence,  (c.)  Scoundrel  !  I’ll— I’ll  drive  the  horses 
myself. 

Post.  No,  you  won’t,  sir.  Though  they’re  dumb  crea¬ 
tures,  they  know  their  rights  ;  and  won’t  stir  these  two 
hours. 

Clarence.  Two  hours !  I’ll  not  give  ’em  ten  minutes. 

Post.  And  you  call  yourself  a  humanity  man,  I 
suppose?  When  four  times  the  poor  things  have  gone 
down  upon  their  knees,  as  if  to  beg  you  to  take  pity  on 
’em. 

Clarence.  Why  was  I  plagued  with  such  a  ruffian? 

Post.  And  why  was  I  plagued  with  such  a  job  ?  But 
it’s  like  my  luck.  Had  I  been  one  of  the  other  boys,  I 
should  have  driven  real  gentlemen  to  the  light  to-day, 
and  had  some  pleasure  myself :  not  have  carried,  I  don’t 
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know  where,  innocent  little  girls  stole  from  a  boarding- 
school. 

Clarence.  Rascal !  Another  word - 

Post.  Well,  I'll  say  it.  I  don't  like  the  business.  As 
father  of  a  family,  I  don’t  know  whether  I  oughtn’t  to 
take  out  the  linch-pins.  (Clarence  goes  up  to  window) 

Felix.  ( coming ,  c.—  aside  to  Postboy)  Sam,  your 
scruples  do  honour  to  your  buckskin. 

Post.  What!  Master  Felix! 

Felix,  (c.,  aside  to  him)  Nevertheless,  leave  the  gentle¬ 
man  to  me.  I’ll  teach  him  to  respect  the  wants  of  brutes, 
and  the  virtues  of  postillions. 

Post.  Well,  you  always  could  talk!  So,  while  I  take 
the  lining  out  of  a  mug  of  ale,  you’ll  let  him  know  I  won’t 
take  them  little  girls  another  step  without,  you  understand 
me,  without  feeling  better  reasons  for  it.  Exit ,  c.  to  R. 

Felix,  (l.  c.)  Pardon,  sir,  a  traveller’s  bluntness.  You 
want  horses  ? 

Clarence,  (r.  c.)  At  any  cost — at  any  sacrifice. 

Felix.  There  is  a  farm  some  three  fields  off,  where  I 
think - you’re  not  particular  in  your  cattle  ? 

Clarence.  Anything. 

Felix.  The  farmer’s  my  friend  ;  we  fish  together.  Now, 
lie  has  a  couple  of  piebalds, — you  wouldn’t  object  to 
piebalds? 

Clarence.  Anything  with  four  legs,  so  it  can  move  ’em. 

Felix.  Then,  sir,  any  way  you’re  suited;  for  there’s 
the  sorrel  mare - 

Clarence.  Sir,  were  it  a  hippogriff - 

Felix.  She’s  blind,  to  be  sure ;  and  having  for  years 
been  kept  only  to  go  to  church, — but  that,  perhaps,  just 
now,  might  be  a  recommendation  ? 

Clarence.  Sir,  if  in  my  present  need  you  can  assist  me, 
hold  me  your  debtor  for  life — long  thanks.  But  if  this  be 
traveller’s  sport - 

Felix.  Indeed,  sir,  I’m  in  solemn  earnest:  would  only 
know  if  ’tis  not  you  who  sport. 

Clarence.  I ! 

Felix.  The  young  gentlewoman  outside — Florentine, 
the — ha !  I  see  ’tis  she.  The — it  must  be  said,  sir, — the 
baker’s  daughter? 
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Clarence.  Aye,  sir,  the  baker’s  daughter.  Well,  what 
would  you  say  of  her  ? 

Felix.  A  short  and  simple  tale.  She  and  I,  sir, 
learned  our  letters  together.  As  girl  and  boy  and 
neighbours’  children,  have  played  together,  and  grown 
up  with  recollections  that  as  men  grow  old,  I  take  it, 
make  not  the  worst  part  of  life.  Until  some  minutes  past, 
’tis  three  years  since  I’ve  seen  her;  and  when  I  looked 
upon  her  happy,  cordial  face — would  you  believe  it,  sir? — 
I  felt  a  sort  of  spasm  of  the  heart,  to  think  that  what 
seemed  made  to  live  in  peace  and  sweetness  at  some  poor 
man’s  home,  might  perhaps  be  gathered  for  some  wanton 
holiday,  and  so  be  flung  aside,  the  holiday  once  past. 

Clarence.  I  like  you  for  your  fears.  Yet  why — why 
fear  this  ? 

Felix.  Because  I  knew  you, — hear  me  out.  I  knew 
you  for  Sir  Gilbert  Norman’s  nephew* ;  and  the  baronet’s 
a  man  who  throughout  this  world  sees  but  two  objects — 
rank  and  wealth.  You  are  the  baronet’s  relative, — his 
heir ;  may  have  been  nurtured  in  this  goodly  faith. 

Clarence.  Allow  it:  still  may  not  rank  and  wealth 
have  their  enthusiast  apostates  ? 

Felix.  Humph  !  at  two  or  three  and  twenty.  But  you 
really  love  Florentine  ? 

Clarence.  I  like  your  honesty  so  well,  I’ll  bear  this 
catechism.  Love  her  as  man  should  love  the  tenderness 
and  innocence  that  trust  him. 

Felix.  Honesty  looks  from  your  eyes — truth  rings  in 
your  words.  I  do  believe  you,  and  you  shall  have  the 
horses.  Exit ,  c.  and  l. 

Clarence.  Stay !  I’m  with  you. 

Enter  Jugby,  l.  2  e. 

Landlord,  let  the  ladies  be  attended.  And  something  to 
eat ;  but — you  hear — nothing  that  takes  time. 

Jugby.  My  wife,  sir,  has  seen  the  ladies  into  the  house. 
As  for  eating,  sir,  we’ve  had  a  heavy  sprinkling  of 
travellers  lately.  If,  sir,  some  bread  and  cheese - 

Clarence.  Bread  and  cheese! 

Jugby.  People,  sir,  come  twenty  miles  round  for  our 
bread  and  cheese. 
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Clarence.  Get  whatever  the  ladies  desire,  and  quickly 
too ;  for  like  swallows,  we  must  eat  flying. 

j Exit,  c.  and  l. 

Jugby.  ( removing  the  things  from  table  on  tray)  Sam  has 
told  rne  all.  By  tins  time  the  boarding-schoors  in  a 
blaze  ;  their  friends,  no  doubt,  after  ’em.  Now,  which 
shall  I  get  most  by — helping  ’em  oft,  or  keeping  ’em  here? 
When  business  will  allow  it,  'tis  so  sweet  to  satisfy  one’s 
conscience  and  one’s  pocket  together.  Exit7  l.  2  e. 

Enter  Florentine  and  Bessy  both  dressed  as  school  girls , 
c.  from  r. 

Bessy,  (r.)  Oh,  I  am  so  hungry! 

Florentine,  (l.)  La,  Bessy!  How  can  you  think  of 
eating? 

Bessy.  It’s  mighty  well  for  you,  who’ve  been  whisper¬ 
ing,  and  smiling,  and  sighing  all  the  way  with  Mr.  Clarence; 
but  I've  had  nothing  else  to  think  of.  When  I  consented 
to  run  away  with  you,  I  thought  I  should  be  somebody ; 
but  no;  I’ve  been  left  in  a  corner,  all  by  myself,  to  count 
the  milestones,  and  look  at  the  blossoms  in  the  hedges. 
(Jugby  returns )  And — and  wish  they  were  blackberries. 

Jugby.  (l.  up  stage—  aside)  Yes,  I'll  clip  their  wings. 
I  shall  get  more  by  it. 

Floren.  ( aside  to  Bessy)  Hush !  here's  the  landlord. 
My  good  man,  some — some  refreshment. 

Jugby.  Certainly,  young  ladies.  Would  you  like  some 
cake  ? 

Floren.  (c.)  Cake! 

Jugby.  (l.)  Cake,  with  plums  in  it? 

Bessy,  (r.,  aside  to  Florentine)  He's  laughing  at  us; 
but  I  wish  he’d  bring  it. 

Jugby.  Countesses  from  London  stop  here  for  our  cake. 

Floren.  (r.  c.)  We’re  not  from  London;  so  if  we 
stop,  must  stop  for  something  better. 

Jugby.  We’ve  a  great  name  here  for  our  tea, 

Floren.  Well,  I  should  like  a  cup  of  tea. 

Bessy.  So  should  I  for  one  thing. 

Jugby.  But  the  Bishop  of  Kilcoberry  put  up  here 
yesterday,  and  the — the  canister  is  out.  If,  however, 
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you  could  be  content  with  bread  and  milk — ’tis  an  ex¬ 
cellent  tiling  to  travel  on - 

Bessy.  I'm  very  fond  of  it :  let’s  have  it  directly. 

Jugby.  We  milk  again  in  two  hours,  and  then - ■ 

Floren.  My  good  man.  ( aside  to  Bessy)  Where  can 
Clarence  be  ?  If  you  think  we  cannot  pay  for  what  we 
have  —  [goes  up  and  returns  l.) 

Bessy.  ( crosses ,  c.)  Yes,  if  you  think  this  lady’s  hus¬ 
band — 

Jugby.  Husband ! 

Floren.  (aside  to  Bessy)  Bessy! 

Bessy,  (c.,  aside  to  Florentine)  La!  It’s  only  putting 
the  church-clock  on  an  hour  or  two,  and  what's  that?  If 
you  think  be  isn't  rich  as  any  prince - 

Jugby.  (l.  c.?  aside)  I’ve  changed  my  mind — I  was 
wrong.  I  am  sure,  ladies,  you  may  command  whatever 
my  poor  house  contains. 

Bessy.  May  we  ?  Then  there’s  something  that  way. 
(aside  to  Florentine)  Don’t  you  smell  it? 

Floren.  (r.  c.)  La,  Bessy!  (goes  up  and  looks  off  at 
door ,  c.) 

Bessy,  (aside  to  her)  Eggs  and  bacon,  I’m  sure  of  it — 
something  we  command  here  directly. 

Jugby.  There  is  a  slight  repast  preparing  for  two 
gentlemen ;  but  I  know  ’em,  they’ll  both  be  happy  to 
wait. 

Bessy.  Then  we  shall  be  happy  to  make  ’em  happy. 
So  bring  it  directly. 

Jugby.  (aside)  My  customer  in  the  kitchen  I’ll  send  into 
the  garden  to  choose  his  own  salad,  and  then  bring  away 
the  dish.  Directly,  ladies ;  directly.  Exit,  door  l.  2  e. 

Floren.  (advancing  l.  c.)  Where  can  Clarence  be? 

Bessy,  (c.)  Never  mind  him.  I’m  quite  hungry  for  a 
bit  of  talk.  I  say,  Flory, — ha!  ha! — I  wonder  what 
Miss  Tucker’s  thinking  of ! 

Floren.  Ha!  ha!  When  she  came  down  this  morning, 
to  find  two  of  her  lambs — as  she  loves  to  call  us — carried 
away !  ) 

Bessy.  Ha !  ha !  How  the  house  will  smell  of 
hartshorn ! 

Floren.  The  girls  ought  to  pray  for  us,  for  there’ll  be 
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no  school  to-day.  Yet,  lieigho!  What  excuse  shall  I 
have  for  what  I’ve  done  ? 

Bessy.  Why,  a  husband  ;  and  can  you  have  a  better — 
and  one  that  will  last  longer?  But  it's  what  I've  done, 
with  no  hopes  of  an  excuse  at  all ! 

Floren.  Yes,  Bessy,  your  friendship  for  me.  For  I 
think  not  even  Clarence  had  persuaded  me  to  run  away 
alone. 

Bessy.  And  only  to  think,  you’ll  soon  be  a  baronet’s 
wife;  for  Sir  Gilbert,  they  say,  though  not  forty,  is 
always  ill. 

Floren.  Oh,  Bessy,  can  you  imagine  I - 

Bessy.  Don’t  tell  me.  Let  people  be  as  good  as  they 
will,  they  can’t  be  so  near  to  titles  without  thinking  when 
they  shall  have  ’em.  A  baronet’s  wife,  and  go  to  court, 
and  wear  ostrich  feathers.  Well,  I  wonder  wdiat  my 
husband  will  be ! 

Floren.  Your  husband  ?  Oh,  some  Indian  prince  in 
a  gold  coat  and  diamond  slippers. 

Bessy.  No,  I’ll  never  go  back  to  Trincomalee,  that 
I’m  determined.  I  was  sent  here  from  India  for  education, 
and  ’twould  be  ungrateful  to  take  it  out  of  the  country. 
When  I  first  came  to  Miss  Tucker’s — la!  I  can’t  name 
her  without  thinking  what  a  fidget  she’s  in!  You  know 
how  she  abuses  marriage  ? 

Floren.  And  praises  the  Amazons,  and  such  wicked 
people. 

Bessy.  I’ll  tell  you  why.  Three  years  ago — just 
before  you  came  to  us — there  was  a  sort  of  wandering 
professor - 

Floren.  A  professor? 

Bessy.  Yes  ;  he  travelled  with  the  solar  system  in  a 
deal  box.  He  gave  her  Juba,  that  nasty  little  pug. 
Well,  he  read  the  girls  lectures,  and  taught  ’em  acids 
and  gases  and  eccentricity— no,  electricity.  Well,  as 
sure  as  you  have  two  eyes,  Miss  Tucker  fell  in  love  with 
Professor  Truffles.  One  of  the  girls  caught  her  marking 
his  handkerchief  with  what  the  poor  deceived  man  thought 
her  own  hair. 

Floren.  A  professor!  Was  he  very  clever? 

Bessy.  Clever !  ’Twould  have  done  your  heart  good 
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to  sec  him  exliaust  a  mouse  in  an  air-pump.  Well,  once 
1  heard  him  admire  her  gold  repeater.  All  I  know  is, 
after  the  professor  went  away,  she  never  again  wore  that 
repeater. 

Enter  Jugby  carrying  dish ,  l.  2  E. 

01),  the  bacon  !  (wins  to  table) 

Jugby.  Here  it  is,  ladies.  Here  it  is,  hot,  and  singing 
like  twenty  throstles,  [aside)  I've  tricked  my  traveller. 

Exit,  c. — Bessy  and  Florentine  sit  at  table . 

Bessy,  (r.  of  table)  Ob,  what  a  nosegay! 

Floren.  (l.  of  table)  My  dear  Bessy,  if  Clarence — 
where  can  he  be  now  ? — if  lie  should  see  us,  wouldn’t  he 
think  it  very  vulgar  ? 

Bessy.  Then  don’t  you  eat.  As  lie’s  not  going  to 
marry  me,  I  don’t  risk  anything.  Come,  you  must  be 
hungry.  Do  you  like  the  eggs?  Delicious  colour,  arn’t 
they?  Just  like  so  many  marigolds  and  lilies,  [noise  of 
carriage  and  whips)  Bit  of  bacon  and - 

(Bessy  is  about  to  help  Florentine,  when  Miss 
Tucker  appears  at  the  door ,  c.  from  R. ;  Bessy, 
dropping  knife  and  fork,  screams) 

Ha,  Miss  Tucker ! 

Floren.  Miss  Tucker ! 

They  both  run  off  into  side  room ,  L.  3.  E. 

Enter  Miss  Tucker — she  sits  down  r.  of  table  and  fans 
herself  followed  by  Olive  and  Goldthumb,  ivho  sits 
l.  of  table  and  eats . 

Miss  T.  [seated)  Pursue  them !  Bind  them  hand  and 
foot ! 

Olive,  (l.  c.)  Miss  Tucker,  remember  your  promise: 
I  must  have  no  violence.  The  birds  are  caught,  safely 

caged,  and - 

Miss  T.  But  they  may  escape ! 

Olive.  As  I’ll  answer  for  it  they’ve  now  no  appetite, 
eat  you  their  dinners  while  I  talk  to  Florentine. 

Miss  T.  You’re  her  father’s  friend,  so  tell  her,  the 
wicked  creature,  that  lie’s  dying. 
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Olive.  Not  a  word.  Her  reason,  and  not  her  feelings, 
shall  send  her  home  again.  Exit  side  room  door ,  l.  3  e. 

Miss  T.  Reason  with  a  girl!  ( starts  up)  But  he  never 
kept  a  ladies'  seminary  ! 

Gold.  ( at  table)  Do,  Miss  Tucker,  do  sit  down  and  eat. 

Miss  T.  Eat,  Mr.  Goldthumb !  [seating  herself  l.  of 
table)  Eat  in  my  state  of  mind  ! 

Enter  Jugby,  c.,  ivith  ale . 

So,  Mr.  Landlord,  you  must  harbour  runaway  children? 

Jugby.  Yes,  my  lady;  if  I  hadn't,  you  wouldn’t  have 
caught  'em.  But  I'm  a  parent  myself,  my  lady;  and 
know  what  the  feelings  of  a  mother  must  be. 

Gold,  [eating)  A  worthy  soul.  A  cup  of  ale ;  you 
can  recommend  it  ? 

Jugby.  Recommend  it !  The  mail  cart  comes  six  miles 
out  of  its  way  for  our  ale.  Exit ,  c.,  after  pouring  out  ale . 

Gold.  Now,  Miss  Tucker,  a  little  bitwill  do  you  good. 
For  I  recollect  reading  that  when  through  mental  anxiety, 
the  mucus  membrane  that  lines  the  oesophagus - 

Miss  T.  There, — a  little  bit.  I  declare,  Mr.  Goldthumb, 
it  seems  you  have  read  everything. 

Gold.  Why,  ma'am,  after  working  thirty  years  as  a 
trunkmaker,  'twould  be  to  my  shame  if  I  didn't  know 
something  of  the  literature  of  my  country. 

Miss  T.  And  you  find  the  fragments  serviceable  ? 

Gold.  Oh,  they  work  up  very  nicely  in  common  talk. 
Ha !  I  never  was  set  down  to  learning  :  but  I've  given  a 
hearty  meal  of  it  to  my  boy  Felix. 

Miss  T.  And  must  be  a  great  comfort  to  you. 

Gold.  Not  a  bit  of  use  in  the  shop ;  but  a  wonderful 
lad.  He  hasn't  been  home  these  four  days,  but  lie's  an 
extraordinary  boy. 

Miss  T.  A  genius — a  genius,  no  doubt. 

Gold.  Quite — quite  a  genius.  How  he'll  ever  get  his 
bread  and  pay  his  way,  heaven  knows  ! 

Miss  T.  Ha,  Mr.  Goldthumb !  To  have  a  parent's 
fears  is  bad  enough — but  what  are  they  to  mine  ?  Look 
at  me  with  my  twenty  girls.  I  have  all  the  anxiety  of  a 
mother - 

Gold.  Without  a  morsel  of  the  credit. 
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Miss  T.  And  tlien  the  black  ingratitude  of  the  little 
wretches!  There's  Miss  Bessy  Tulip,  the  little  con¬ 
spirator  in  that  room,  she — who  was  brought  to  me  I 
may  say  a  baby,  brought  by  Colonel  Mandragon,  with  a 
jar  of  pickles  from  Trincomalee.  Would  you  think  it? 
I've  discovered  that  she's  not  only  brought  away  all  her 
clothes,  but  with  a  precocious  depravity  that  makes  one 
shudder,  has  absolutely  packed  up  her  own  silver  spoon 
and  fork. 

Gold.  But  how  lucky  that  I  should  have  found  out 
that  'twas  for  your  girls  the  new  trunks  wTere  ordered  at 
my  shop  ;  and  so  gave  the  alarm  in  time. 

Miss  T.  Yes  ;  and  how  good  of  you  to  come  with  us ! 

Gold.  Why,  as  I'd  sold  the  trunks,  I  felt  in  a  way 
concerned  in  the  matter;  and  then  when  I  heard  that 
Florentine's  father,  my  old  neighbour,  had  fallen  so 
dangerously  sick,  and  that  so  suddenly, — but  I  say,  Miss 
Tucker,  I  wonder  where  the  lover — hush ! — this  can't  be 
he  coming  here  ? 

Miss  T.  Here !  Where  ? 

Enter  Truffles  l.  1  e. — Miss  Tucicer  and  he  recognise  each 
other . 

Ha!  'Tishe! 

Gold.  ( aside  to  her )  What?  Is  that  the  vulture  that 
has  clutched  your  doves  ? 

Miss  T.  {aside)  Though  he  has  shaved  his  upper  lip, 
whiskers  and  all,  my  heart  tells  me  it  is  he.  [seated) 

Truff.  [aside)  Miss  Tucker  !  Blessings  upon  razors ! 
she  doesn’t  know  me.  But,  alas !  if  she  should,  and 
were  to  ask  me  “  What's  o'clock  ?"  how — how  should  I 
answer  her?  I  will  not  peril  that  painful  interrogative, 
[turns  up  the  stage  carelessly  singing)  li  Time  has  not 
thinned  my  flowing  hair." 

Saunters  off  through  centre  doorway ,  to  r* 

Miss  T.  And  he  can  sing  !  But  I'll  follow  him.  [rising) 

Gold.  Why  should  you,  when  you've  got  back  what 
he  ran  away  with  ? 

Miss  T.  Got  back!  You  little  know  what's  struggling 
here !  [crosses}  r.) 
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Enter  Olive  bringing  in  Bessy  from  room ,  weeping,  L.  S  E. 


Ob,  you  shameful— treasonous - 

Olive  (c.)  Now,  no  scolding.  She’s  a  good  girl,  and 
sees  her  folly.  Don  t  you— don’t  you  see  your  folly? 

Bessy,  (l.  c.)  I  can’t  yet  for  crying.  But  I’ll _ I’ll _ 

try. 

Olive.  ( passing  her  over  to  centre )  There;  take  her 
to  the  chaise.  1 11  straightway  bring  Florentine. 


TIT  m  v  .  ,  ,  Exit,  L.  3  E. 

Miss  1.  You  wicked,  ungrateful  creature!  You,  who 
for  ten  years  have  eaten  my  bread,  and  drunk  my  milk _ 

Bessy,  (c.)  And  water! 

Miss  1.  (r.  c.)  lou  to  think  of  helping  in  a  marriage! 
Mamage  !  Haven  t  I  always  said  that  for  anybody  'twas 
at  best  a  fool's  paradise  ? 

Bessy,  (c.)  That’s  only  because  the  Professor  wouldn’t 
make  a  fool  of  you. 

Miss  T.  Oh,  Mr.  Goldthumb  !  Take  her  to  the  carriage. 
{throws  her  round  to  R.  c.— aside)  At  such  a  time  to 
wriggle  the  arrow  in  the  wound  !  Take  her  from  me, 
or  i  11  not  answer  for  her  life  !  1 

Bessy.  Now  I  know  how  to  run  away,  I’ll  never  stop. 
I  won  t.  ^ 

Gold.  Come,  come ;  in  ten  years’  time  you’ll  worship 
us  for  this.  1 

Bessy.  I  won't — I  won't. 

at  rn  Exit  sobbing ;  led  off  by  Goldthumb,  c.  to  l. 

3Iiss  I.  lake  her  from  my  sight !  He’s  gone  !  The 
serpent  has,  at  least,  some  small  remorse;  he  does  not 
dare  to  look  upon  the  ruin  he  has  accomplished. 


Exit  c.  to  l. 


Enter  Olive  from  room ,  following  Florentine,  l.  3  e. 

Floren  (aside)  Not  here  1  Not  here !  (sitting,  r.  c.) 
Wlive.  I  read  your  looks,  Florentine ;  you  seek  him. 

•  L0RENTIXE  sinks  into  chair  l.  of  table )  You  want  the 
courage  to  be  wise — nay,  honest. 

1’ loren.  Oh,  sir!  To  leave  him  without  one  word! 
rou  ask  too  much.  Indeed,  indeed,  I  cannot. 
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Olive.  You  must.  You  think  me  cruel)  think  I  look 
upon  your  tears  as  sorrows  of  an  April  hour.  Poor  child! 

I  know  their  source  is  misery.  Still,  your  duty  must  be 
done;  you  must  leave  him. 

Floren.  (r.  c.)  I— I— Oh  sir— you  know  not  how  I 
love  him  ! 

Olive,  (c.)  Tis  from  your  love  I  hope  the  sacrifice ; 
tis  from  your  suffering  I  expect  your  justice. 

F loren.  Justice ! 

Olive.  Towards  him  you  say  you  love.  I  will  suppose 
tp ou  wedded  :  you,  a  poor  man’s  child — a  girl  of  homely 
thoughts  and  homely  teaching — brought  by  your  husband 
to  his  noble  friends.  They  look  upon  you  as  the 
blot  upon  their  name— the  vulgar,  bold  intruder  on 
their  rank  and  wealth;  the  “baker’s  daughter,”  whose 
pretty,  fatal  face,  has  snared  a  stripling  in  his  schoolboy 
days.  A  few  years  pass — a  very  few — your  husband 
feels  his  friends  are  just ;  and  with  them  owns  his  boyish 
match  a  folly  and  a  shame.  What  hope  would  then  be 
yours  ? 

Floren.  To  die. 

Olive.  Or  say,  in  silence  he  endures  his  fate.  Is  such 
a  marriage  wedlock?  No,  it  is  but  decent  resignation 
at  the  best. 

Floren.  But  I  love  him;  and  may  not  love  do  all 

things  ?  #  ... 

Olive.  Florentine,  when  minds  are  not  in  unison,  the 
words  of  love  itself  are  but  the  rattling  of  the  chain  that 
tells  the  victim  it  is  bound.  Come. 

Floren.  I  cannot — will  not;  no,  will  not.  Clarence! 
(goes  up,  c.) 

Olive.  Is  this  your  promise  ? 

Floren.  Do  not  ask  it.  I  cannot— will  not  leave  him 

_ I  will  die  first.  Let  his  fine  friends  hate  me,  he  will 

love  me  still.  I  know  I  am  not  taught  like  him  am 
ignorant  of  all  his  wife  should  know  ;  but  I  will  laboui, 
study— for  love  Pm  sure  can  do  it— till  I  make  his  mind 
almost  my  own.  No,  sir;  come  what  may,  I  will  not 
leave  him. 

Olive.  Then  I’ll  tell  you  what  will  come— rum, 
beggary. 


TIME  WORKS  WONDERS* 


17 


Act  1.] 


Floren.  To  Clarence? 

Olive.  To  Clarence  Norman.  Hear  me.  ( she  comes 
down )  He  has  been  prodigal,  extravagant— his  debts 
Deset  him.  Once  let  Clarence  call  you  wife,  and — this  I 
tnow — his  uncle  leaves  him  to  the  mercy  of  the  world ; 
md  that  I  tell  you  is  hopeless  beggary. 

Floren.  Is  this  truth?  (Olive  looks  surprised )  For¬ 
give  me. 

Olive.  Answer, — shall  I  leave  you  ? 

Floren.  No.  The  thoughts  you  make  me  think,  make 
ne  better — older  :  take  me  from  girlhood — show  me  my 
oily,  more,  my  selfishness.  I  will  go  home  with  you  ; 
or  what  a  wicked  thing  should  I  be  so  to  destroy  him ! 
she  takes  out  a  portrait) 

Olive.  Good,  brave  girl !  ( sees  portrait  at  her  neclc) 
What's  this — his  picture  ?  It  must  be  rendered  back. 

Floren.  Oh,  sir !  leave  me  that. 


Enter  Jugby,  at  hack ,  c.  from  r. 

Olive.  For  what?  To  be  a  thing  for  daily  tears. 
crosses,  c.)  Landlord,  (Jugby  comes  down,  r.)  the  young 
ady  wishes  to  restore  a  gift  to  the  gentleman  who  brought 
ler  here.  You  will  deliver  it? 

Jugby.  (r.)  Punctually — anything. 

Olive,  (c.,  crosses  to  J ugby,  aside  to  him,  giving  money) 
This  for  our  entertainment.  ( crosses ,  c.,  io  Florentine) 
}ome — the  picture.  And  having  restored  it,  promise  to 
or  get - 

Floren.  (l.  c.)  Clarence?  I  should  hare  myself,  you, 
oo,  would  hate  me  could  I  promise  that.  ( crosses ,  c.,  with 
meat  effort  taking  the  picture  from  her  neck — to  Jugby) 
fou  will  give  it  to  the  gentlemen,  and  tell  him  that  I  have 
•eturned  home — at  my  own  wish  returned.  ( gives  him 
ncture) 

Olive.  Noble  girl !  ( leads  her  up)  So,  the  sacrifice 
lompleted,  (Olive  slowly  draws  her  back ,  her  eyes  still 
ixed  on  the  miniature)  you  will  be  happy. 

Floren.  Happy — very  happy!  ( she  gazes  at  picture 
ill  at  c.)  My  heart  is  broken  ! 

Olive  leads  her  off  at  door)  c.  to  l. 
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Jugby.  (r.)  Poor  little  girl!  I  haven’t  felt  in  such 
nutter  since  they  threatened  to  take  away  my  license, 
was  just,  too,  making  up  my  mind  that  he  shouldn’t  tal¬ 
ker  back,  when  he  pulled  out  his  purse.  Certainly,  man 
wicked  angel  is  in  money.  I  often  catch  myself  wit 
something  bold  as  a  lion  bouncing  from  my  heart,  whe 
the  shilling  rattles,  and  the  lion  as  small  as  any  weas< 
slinks  back  again,  (noise  of  carriage  and  whip ) 

Enter  Clarence  and  Felix,  from  c.  and  l. 

Felix,  (l.)  Huzza !  we  have  the  horses ! 

Clarence.  Now,  landlord — the  ladies  ! 

Jugby.  (r.)  Gone,  sir. 

Clarence,  (c.)  Gone! 

Enter  Truffles,  speaking  as  lie  enters ,  c. 

Truff.  (r.)  I  am  delighted  to  say,  gone.  I  hav 
watched  the  dust  of  their  carriage-wheels. 

Jugby.  (c.)  Gone  home,  sir:  and  the  young  lady  toh 
me  to  say,  of  her  own  accord.  Moreover,  sir,  she  toll 
me  to  give  you  this,  (giving  him  picture) 

Clarence.  This! 

Truff.  And  now,  landlord,  for  the  bacon  ? 

Jugby.  (to  Clarence)  She  was  carried  off,  sir,  by  ai 
elderly  person,  (to  Truffles)  Your  bacon  was  eaten  b) 
another. 

Clarence.  Carried  off!  My  curses  follow  him. 

Rushes  off  at  door ,  c.  and  R 

Truff.  Eaten  our  bacon!  May  he  live  on  periwinkles 

(Truffles  throws  himself  in  chair  r.  of  table — Fell\ 
looks  out  upon  the  road  from  the  door ,  c.,  anc 
Jugby  counts  his  money ) 


END  OF  FIRST  ACT  (28  Minutes )• 


Act  2.] 


TIME  WORKS  WONDERS. 


19 


ACT  II. 

(A  period  of  five  years  is  supposed  to  take  place  between  this  and 
the  previous  Act.) 

Scene  First. — A  Lodge ,  r.,  with  view  of  Sir  Gilbert 
Norman's  Mansion ,  c.,  in  the  distance . 

Bantam  discovered  ringing  the  bell ,  r.  2  e. — Enter  Robert 
from  Lodge ,  r.  2  e.,  he  rings  repeatedly . 

Robert.  ( standing  at  gate )  Haven't  I  answered  you 
twice?  Drop  the  bell. 

Bantam.  I  shan’t.  Bells  are  public  property,  and  I 
won’t  give  up  my  rights.  Drop  the  bell !  Oh,  yes,  try 
next  and  whistle  off  the  Queen’s  taxes. 

Robert,  (r.  c.)  I’ve  told  you — Sir  Gilbert  Norman’s 
not  at  home. 

Bantam.  Not  at  home  !  I  say,  I’ve  heard  people  say 
truth  lives  in  a  well  ;  if  so,  I’d  advise  you  to  take  an 
early  dip  in  the  bucket.  That’s  my  name,  [aside)  And 
he  grins  at  my  grief!  A  lump  of  sponge-cake,  soaked 
in  port  wine.  That’s  my  card,  I  say. 

Robert,  [reads  ticket)  “  Nicholas  Bantam,  Trumpet 
Lane,  Oxford.” 

Bantam.  Ha !  that  was  a  home !  Once  love  and 
comfort  used  to  nestle  there  like  the  sparrows. 

Robert.  Indeed  !  And  what  may  have  scared  them  ? 

Bantam.  Mr.  Clarence  Norman;  ’tisn’t  his  fault  if 
people  don’t  make  me  a  bankrupt — they  can. 

Robert.  But  you  know  he  isn’t  in  England. 

Bantam.  I  know  ;  sent  abroad  by  his  uncle  to  be 
cured  of  love  by  a  change  of  air.  But  since  Sir  Gilbert’s 
paid  his  debts,  all  Oxford  rings  like  a  bell  with  the 
baronet’s  goodness.  You  may  hear  the  babies  in  the 
streets  a  blessing  him.  And  though  I’ve  not  seen  his 
money  yet,  I  know  I  risked  nothing  by  blessing  him  on 
credit.  As  for  Miss  Florentine - 

Robert.  And  what  of  her? 

Bantam.  She  left  Oxford  after  her  father’s  death. 
There’s  all  sorts  of  stories  about;  but  as  we  know 
nothing  certain  of  her,  it’s  only  natural  to  think  the  worst. 
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Robert.  And  Clarence  Norman  owes  you  money? 
Come,  Mr.  Bantam,  you  know  before  he  left  England, 
five  years  ago,  all  his  creditors  were  satisfied. 

Bantam.  All  but  me. 

Robert.  And  when  others  pressed,  where  were  you  ? 

Bantam.  Em  a  tradesman  as  never  could  press. 
Besides,  Mr.  Clarence  put  it  to  my  feelings  to  be  quiet. 
u  Bantam, ”  says  he  to  me,  “  my  dear  Bantam,  if  my  uncle 
knows  anything  about  the  birds  Em  ruined.  So,  keep 
all  close — wait  a  little — and  I’ll  send  you  a  lump  of  gold 
from  foreign  parts,  besides  a  emerald  brooch  for  Sundays.” 
They've  never  come.  Five  years  Eve  waited— five 
years ! — they’ve  never  come,  and  so  I  am. 

Robert.  Birds !  The  gentleman  had  hounds  and  horses; 
but  birds !  What  birds  ? 

Bantam.  Cocks. 

Robert.  Impossible  ! 

Bantam.  Cocks,  as  was  the  envy  of  the  country 
round.  And  I  sold  him  the  lovely  creturs ;  sold  ’em, 
lodged,  boarded,  trimmed  ’em  like  my  own  babies  ;  and 
if  ever  I  had  the  price  of  a  barleycorn  for  ’em,  why  I’m 
a  sinner,  that’s  all. 

Robert.  Do  you  know  Sir  Gilbert  ? 

Bantam.  Not  a  atom  of  him — nothin’  but  his  goodness. 

Robert,  (r.)  Nicholas  Bantam,  with  you,  lying  must 
be  an  old  habit ;  it  sits  so  easily  upon  you. 

Bantam.  Lying!  I’ll  answer  for  Sir  Gilbert - 

Robert.  I’ll  answer  for  him  too  ;  this  much — he  gives 
no  ear  to  your  story — gives  no  penny. 

Exit  into  lodge ,  R.  2  e. 

Bantam.  Now  when  that  man  wakes  in  his  bed  o’  nights, 
I  wonder  what  he  thinks  of  himself,  [goes  again  to  gate) 

Enter  Truffles,  l.  1  e. 

Truff.  The  coachman  told  me  I  couldn’t  miss  it. 
Fellow,  where  is  Parsnip  Hall? 

Bantam.  When  Eve  lost  my  way,  I  always  show  my¬ 
self  a  gentleman,  and  ask  at  a  public-house,  [aside]  It 
must  be  himself — but  what  a  change  !  (^Truffles,  who 
is  going)  Sir,  Sir,— (asftfe)  When  I  knowed  him,  he  was 
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isty  and  ragged  as  a  cuckoo ;  now  lie’s  as  black  as  a 

•on  at  a  weddin  . 

Truff.  Well,  man — well? 

B*sta„.  1  haven’t  been  unlucky  all  my  life,  sir,  have 
9  You  and  I  have  met  afore? 

Truff.  Met!  {aside)  I  have  seen  the  ruffian  somewhere. 

Jet !  no  1  (crosses,  k- flourishing  his  handkerchief) 

Bantam.  Oh,,  yes,  sir— we  have,  (sniffing  up  the  scent) 

)h  oh,  dear.  (aiie)This  is  wliat  the  world  calls  principle. 

dvved  me  half-a-crown  for  seven  years,  and  wears  lavendei 
water.  Don’t  you  know  Oxford— don  t  you  know  iiun  - 

oet-l<°*ne  ?  because- -  _ j 

1  Tkuff.  Very  well;  you’re  a  very  honest  man-good 

Ha,  sir!  if  I  am  an  honest  man,  don’t  turn 
your  back  so  soon  upon  a  rarity.  You’re  going  to  Parsnip 

Hall,  perhaps  you  can  help  me. 

Tkuff.  (r.  c.)  Have  you  business  there  ?  . 

Bantam,  (c.)  I  hope  to  have  a  good  deal.  See,  sir.  {gives 

'% ZTA  “  Wanted  .  vdet  He  ta 

hair  speak  French,  and  have  no  objection  to  travel. 
Sy  Personally  at  Parsnip  Hall,  Hampton  Village 
And^you  want  the  place?  Can  you  dress  hail,  spe, 

FllHOTAM.d  Why,  what  I’m  back’ard  in  as  a  valet,.  I  can 
make  up  for  in  the  stable.  Now,  as  we  ve  met  in  this 
lucky  manner,  all  I  want  of  you  is  to  give  me  a  character. 
Teuff.  I ! 

Bantam.  I’m  sure  I  could  give  you  one;  _ 

Truff.  (aside)  The  varlet  may  be  mischievous.  A 

pli  a  meter !  llcive  you  none? 

Bantam.  I  had.  a  beauty  ;  but,  somehow,  I  lost  it  on 

the  road.  , 

Truff.  (aside)  I  should  feel  serenely  happy  were  he 
at  the  bottom  of  the  Thames.  Well,  if  Mr.  Goldthumb 

B anta^m” Goldtliumb  !  What !  It  is  true.  The  trunk- 
maker  of  Oxford?  Well,  I  heard  he  was  somewhere  here 

^  Truff.  I  have  not  yet  seen  the  gentleman  ;  but  lus  lady 
informed  me  he  was  of  Oxford.  But  trunkmaker? 
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him  ANTAM'  Tvv°yearsa§0  a  mountain  of  money  fell  upo: 

Sdia  iS,  "v^s*”** 

*rAM-  IIe  C°uld  huy  the  bank  of  England  for  a  tea 
pailoui ,  and  so  you  see,  sir— ha,  ha !  well,  it  does  lm 

heai  t  good  to  see  you  look  so  blooming.  ^ 

a  lUtle-iust  alitde11’  t  ?  Well?  But  time 
a  nine  just  a  little — played  upon  me? 

Siy ou’re  all  theater  for  thig'pkyed'upon.0  * 

devil  *  1  ““  lh»  P°« 

Bantam.  You’re  a  real  gentleman,  you  are.  You  don’t 
rub  an  old  acquaintance  off  your  mind  like  an  old  memo- 
randuin  oft  a  piece  of  ass’s  skin 

e.mZe„ir,t‘,WilId°-  There  i, a  kind. f 

compliment  that  comes  upon  a  man  like  a  cannon-ball-  it 

WeSih"n^,head  t0  acknowIe<ige  it.  I  will  do  for  your 
own  O  d  1S  P°fsible—  (aside)— for  the  sake  of  my 

ovvn  One  word— you  re  from  Oxford.  Do  you  recolle/ 
a  lady  who  kept  a  school?  a  Miss-humph  !-her  nam, 
begins  with  T.  Miss— Miss P  ( 


Not  dead 


Bantam.  Tucker?  Ha,  poor  soul ! 

Tkupf.  Not  dead? 

Bantam.  Dead  ?  Sclioolinisesses  never  die. 
but  quite  ruined. 

C<l,?y  Wbat  extraol'dinary  accident? 
Bantam,  (c.)  ’Bout  five  year  ago  two  0f  her  girls  ru 

alT  thenff  T7i‘ed  :,an1  ti?°U§h  the  mischief  was^toppe 
e  "  S  th0"gl“t  theu:  gmls  double  hazardous.  S 
one  by  one  they  all  dropped  off,  and  Miss  Tucker  wa 
left  with  nothing  to  teach  but  her  pug-dog. 

Tkuff.  (aside)  My  own  gift,  when  quite  a  pup. 
Bantam.  She  g  left  Oxford,  and  that’s  all  I  know  o 

Miss  tucker  Now,  sir,  shall  we  trudge?  Bless  me  !  IIov 
du.st)^  jour  shoes  are!  (with  Truffle’s  handkerchief  offi 
ciously  dusts  1  ruffle’s  shoes,  his  coat,  and  hat,  thei 
p  aces  handkerchief  in  Truffle’s  breast)  Your  coat,  too 
and  how  you  ve  rumpled  your  beaver !  Now,  sir  for  i 

mvjfr0  ST  ?  be  S°ne>  1  haven,t  a  blend  to  throw 
myself  upon  but  you. 
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Trufp.  {aside)  I  must  give  him  a  character  to  get  rid 
him.  Follow  me,  then;  but,  really,  what — what  am  I 
say  about  you  ? 

Bantam.  You  can  say  I  was  your  valet  once.  Brushed 
ur  shoes — dusted  your  coat,  and  all  that. 

Truff.  What!  Pass  you  off  for  my  servant?  Con- 
ler  the  risk. 

Bantam.  Don’t  we  share  it  when  I  pass  you  off  for  my 
aster  ? 

Truff.  Nicholas  Bantam,  your  impudence  is — is — I 
n  only  say  I  never  felt  the  passion  of  envy  so  strong 
,  me  before.  Exit,  r.  1  e. 

>iter  Robert  from  Lodge ,  r.  2  e.,  as  Bantam  is  about 
to  go  off. 

Robert.  So,  you  are  here  still? 

Bantam.  What  am  I  to  do?  After  walking  all  the 
\y  from  London,  in  weather,  too,  that  makes  a  man  feel 
lat  good  ale  really  is — and  when  the  money’s  honestly 

ne ;  as  Mr.  Clarence,  if  he  was  really  here - 

Robert.  I  give  you  joy  of  your  luck  ;  he  is  here. 
Bantam.  Here  ! — Mr.  Clarence ! 

Robert.  Or  will  be  in  halffan-hour.  A  letter  has 
rived — he  is  now  on  his  way.  So  wait  a  little,  and  then 
m  your  creditor.  Exit ,  r.  1  e. 

Bantam.  Wait!  No,  I’ve  a  spirit  above  it;  so  now 
r  the  trunkmaker.  Exit  r.  1  e. 

tier  Florentine  {she  carries  a  portfolio ),  and  Miss 
Tucker,  l.  1  e. 

Floren.  Ha !  ha  !  How  often  have  I  heard  you  wish 
>u  had  been  born  a  huntress  !  And  now — in  this  blessed 
enth  of  June — you’d  sit  by  the  fireside,  and  do  nothing 
it  grow  roses  in  worsted.  Keep  house  such  an  hour  as 
is !  Why,  ’tis  treason  to  nature. 

Miss  T.  (l.  c.)  Allow  me  to  observe — though,  as  I’m 
dependant,  I  know  I  have  no  right  to  speak — that  your 
iquent  allusions  to  nature  are  not  decorous.  With 
>ung  women  of  my  time,  nature  was  the  fast  thing 
ought  of.  I  know  I’m  only  a  dependant;  and  people 
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who  live  in  other  people’s  houses  should  have  no  tongues, - 
no  eyes — no - 

F loren.  I  cannot  bear  this — I  will  not  bear  it.  Yc 
hurt  me — wound  me  deeply.  If  it  irk  you  to  dwc 
beneath  the  same  roof— if  it  constrain  you  in  the  lea^ 
though  why  it  should  I  know  not — choose  your  own  abode 
share  my  little  fortune  how  and  where  you  will.  But 
cannot  have  my  friendship  taken  as  alms;  my  love  tin 
ever  chilled  with  the  cold  sense  of  obligation.  You  have 
length  forced  me  to  speak.  It  is  unkind  of  you  —  indelicat 

Miss  T.  Indelicate !  Such  a  word  to  me — to  me,  wl 
have  kept  parlour-boarders.  I  know  I’m  only  an  inte 
loper  ;  but  can  gratitude  be  indelicate  ? 

Flouen.  It  may  be  mean.  True  gratitude,  in  vei 
fulness  of  its  soul,  knows  not  the  limits  of  its  debt :  h 
when  it  weighs  each  little  gift — books  down  each  passii: 
courtesy, — it  ceases  Jo  be  gratitude,  and  sinks  to  calci 
lation.  Why,  I  hope  I  am  grateful  for  the  flowers  at  u 
feet,  but  I  were  most  unworthy  of  their  sweetness,  cou' 
I  coldly  sit  me  down  to  count  them.  I  entreat  you,  r 
more  of  this. 

Miss  T.  You  know  I  love  you — always  loved  you  mo: 
than  the  other  girls  :  for  when  they  were  all  at  the 
romps,  didn’t  I  always  lock  you  up  that  you  might  l 
safe  ?  And  I’m  sure  you’re  very  kind  now.  I  have, 
know,  the  best  bed  room — though  yours,  no  doubt,  wi 
be  the  warmest  in  winter.  I  have  the  best  side  of  tl 
fireplace,  but  then  it’s  not  my  own  fireplace.  And  as  f< 
gifts,  it  was  very  kind  of  you  to  give  me  this  dress 
though  if  I’d  gone  to  the  mercer’s  with  my  own  mone; 
*tis  the  very  last  colour  I  should  have  thought  of. 

Floren.  The  fault  was  in  my  eyes ;  next  week  yc 
shall  choose  for  yourself. 

Miss  T.  I  dreamt  on  Friday  of  a  black  satin  ;  bi 
Friday's  dreams  seldom  come  true  ;  and  then  ,’t 
impertinent  in  poor  people  to  dream  at  any  time  beyon 
their  means. 

Floren.  Nay,  it  shall  be  your  privilege  to  dream,  an 
mine  to  turn  your  visions  to  realities.  Now,  like  my  del 
good  governess,  for  still  you  are  so — come  with  me,  tin 
I  may  finish  my  sketch  of  that  beautiful  oak. 
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Miss  T.  Why,  look  at  the  clouds — I’m  sure  there’ll 
be  a  storm,  and  you  might  have  finished  it  on  Tuesday. 

Floren.  You  know  we  were  interrupted. 

Miss  T.  Interrupted !  What,  because  a  gentleman 
stood  to  stare  at  you?  You  should  have  let  him  stare — 
have  never  seen  him— but  have  gone  on  the  harder, 
showing  your  accomplishments.  When  a  young  woman 
can’t  do  this,  the  blessings  of  education  are  lost  upon 
her. 

Floren.  Never  fear;  I  shall  be  hardened  in  time. 
Now,  only  half-an-hour ;  this  is  the  path. 

Miss  T.  Ha  ;  the  last  time  we  trod  that  path,  he  was 
with  us;  and  where — where  is  he  now' ? 

Floren.  In  a  beautiful  glass  case — yes,  shrined  in 
crystal,  as  such  a  creature  ought  to  be. 

Miss  T.  He  was  the  pearl  of  pugs.  But  it  has  ever 
been  my  fate!  As  the  sweetest  of  poets  sings — 

“  I  never  rear’d  a  young  gazelle 
To  glad  me  with  its  soft  black  eye, 

But  when  it  came  to  know  me  well, — 

And  love  me,  it  was  sure  to  die  I” 

Floren.  Compose  yourself ;  I’ll  buy  you  a  parrot, 
warranted  to  live  a  hundred  years ;  so  that  you  may 
both  descend  to  your  peaceful  graves  together. 

Miss  T.  (o.)  Florentine,  the  human  heart  isnot  a  peg,  now 
to  hang  one  thing  upon,  and  now  another.  And  people 
who  live  in  other  people’s  houses  have  no  right  to  the 
use  of  their  own  affections :  though  to  be  sure,  but  for  the 
conduct  of  some  people,  I  might  still  have  had  a  house  of 
my  own.  Oh,  I  forgive  you  :  but  that  bold  minx,  Miss 
Bessy  Tulip - 

Floren.  (r.  c.)  Dear,  dear  Bessy  !  And  she  is  now  in 
India ! 

Miss  T.  I  hope  they’ll  carry  her  a  million  miles  up  the 
country,  and  marry  her  to  a  blackamoor. 

Floren.  She  ought  to  marry  an  Indian  king. 

Miss  T.  A  king!  a  king  with  a  ring  in  his  nose. 

Floren.  Ha!  ha!  Bless  her  merry  heart!  And  she 
was  good  as  she  was  merry:  for  she  hadn’t  a  thought 
but  she  spoke  it. 
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Miss  T.  The  more  shame  for  her !  In  my  time,  girl 
would  have  blushed  to  do  such  a  thing.  But  for  hr 
boldness,  you'd  never  have  run  away  with  the  baronet' 
mephew. 

Floren.  Nay,  we  shall  lose  this  most  delicious  light 

Miss  T.  But  you  have  very  properly  picked  him  froi 
your  heart  like  a  crooked  letter  from  a  sampler. 

Floren.  Why  need  you  tell  me  this.  Sure  'twas  a 
easy  task  for  five  long  years;  and  there's  not  a  day 
haven't  worked  at  it.  Come. 

Miss  T.  ( embracing  her)  Well,  well,  dear  girl,  we  wil 
go  together,  and  like  two  roses  on  an  uninhabited  island 
we'll  live  and  die  a  death  of  natural  sweetness. 

Exeunt  through  lodge  gate 


Sgene  Second. — Library  in  Mansion  of  Sir  Gilber 

Norman .  View  of  Park  scenery  through  the  windows 

carpet. 

Sir  €*slbert  Norman  discovered ,  looking  from 
window . 

Sir  Gilbert,  (r.  c.)  A  beautiful  oak — most  beautiful 
I  must  have  passed  it  a  thousand  and  a  thousand  times— 
passed  it  like  a  blind  man  ;  and  now,  I  never  looker 
upon  a  nobler  tree.  Now  would  I  give  ten  times  tin 
value  of  the  timber,  could  I  draw  that  oak  upon  paper 
I  could  as  soon  draw  it  up  by  the  roots,  (sits;  takei 
letter  from  table )  Humph!  Clarence's  letter.  At  leasl 
I  have  succeeded  there ;  have  saved  a  boy  from  the 
ignominy  of  vulgar  wedlock,  and  the  man  comes  back 
to  thank  me. 

Enter  Servant,  l.  1  e.,  gives  card. 

44 Mr.  Goldthumb."  The  name  is  new  to  me;  show  in 
the  gentleman.  Exit  Servant,  l. 

Poor  Clarence!  He  writes  me  quite  cured.  Ha!  ha! 
Cupid's  a  sorry  travelling  companion.  I've  known  him 
leave  a  lover  at  the  first  post. 
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Enter  Servant  and  Goldthumb,  l.  1  e.  Servant  places 
chairs ,  and  exit,  l.  1  e. 


T  take  the 
Perhaps  you 


Gold,  (l.)  Your  servant,  Sir  Gilbert, 
freedom  of  a  neighbour  to  wait  upon  you. 
didn’t  know  that  I’d  hired  Parsnip  Hall  ? 

Sir  G.  (r.)  The  glad  intelligence  is  only  now  revealed 
to  me.  Parsnip  hall  is,  doubtless,  greatly  honouied, 

^h(foLD.  As  I’m  now  pretty  rich,  my  wife  declares  I  must 
keep  a  valet ;  and  you  know  what  a  wife  is,  Sir  Gilbert. 

Sir  G.  I  can  guess,  by  vulgar  report. 

Gold.  Women  are  all  alike.  When  they  re  maids, 
they’re  mild  as  milk :  once  make  ’em  wives,  and  they 
lean  their  backs  against  their  marriage  certificates,  and 

deSiR  G.’  And  Mrs.  Goldthumb  illustrates  this  marriage 
truth  9 

Gold.  Never  was  woman  fuller  of  illustrations.  Not 
that  she  always  has  her  way;  for,  as  the  poet  says,— 

Sir  G.  Poetry !  And  does  the  master  of  Parsnip  Hall 
entertain  the  divine  art  ? 

Gold.  For  more  than  thirty  years  I  was  up  to  my 
elbows  in  it.  (aside)  He  hasn’t  heard  that  I  was  a  trunk 
maker?  I  forget  the  lines,  but  I  remember  the  paper 
perfectly.  Well,  I  was  going  to  say,  before  I  quit 
England,  I  want  to  see  all  to  be  seen.  For  as  you  say 
in  one  of  your  beautiful  Parliament  speeches 

Sir  G.  Is  it  possible  ?  Have  you  met  with  my 

SP Gold?  ?Upon  my  honour,  you  never  published  one  that 
it  didn’t  somehow  fall  into  my  hands.  .  . 

Sir  G.  Well,  I  feel  'tis  not  vanity  to  say,  this  ia 

8  GoLD.^Once  a  Parliament  speech  used  to  be  like  a 
beautiful  court  suit ;  with  flowers  at  the  skirts,  flowers  at 
the  cuffs,  and  flowers  at  the  pocket-holes:  now,  its  a 
bit  of  Quaker’s  drab,  not  fit  for  a  gentleman  to  stand 

upright  in.  .  ..  . 

Sir  G.  And  you  really  have  dipped  into  my  little 

orations  ? 
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Gold.  Dipped  in  ’em  !  I’ve  hammered  over  ’em  for 
hours.  Don’t  you  recollect  that  speech  of  yours,  with 
that  beautiful  thing,  where  you  speak  of — Britannia 
majestically  sitting  on  her  polished  trident? 

Sir  G.  Pardon  me  :  although  I  have  been  in  Parlia¬ 
ment,  I  hope  I  have  never  placed  my  country  in  so 
painful  a  position. 

Gold.  Oh,  I’ll  swear  to  Britannia  and  the  trident  too; 
though,  perhaps  I  may  have  put  ’em  wrong  together. 
Ha !  yours  were  beautiful  speeches !  I’ve  always  said 
it ;  ’twas  a  disgrace  upon  the  country  you  sold  so  few. 

Sir  G.  Sir! 

Gold.  But  you’ve  one  comfort— they’ve  travelled,  I 
can  tell  you.  Ha  !  ha!  You  may  thank  me  for  that. 

Sir  G.  (aside)  An  odd,  familiar  person.  Sir,  whilst  I 
acknowledge  your  past  patronage,  may  I  know  your 
present  business?  My  time  is  seriously  occupied.  Every 
moment  I  expect  my  nephew  from  abroad,  and - 

Gold.  What!  Mr.  Clarence,  who  ran  away  with  the 
baker’s  daughter?  Well,  that  was  a  close  brush  to  the 
parson,  wasn’t  it?  I — without  knowing  it,  to  be  sure — 
I  had  a  finger  in  that  business. 

Sir  G.  You  !  How  ? 

Gold.  I  sold  the  girl  the  very  trunks  she  went  off 
with. 

Sir  G.  (starts  up)  The  trunks  ! 

Gold.  The  trunks.  Best  black  leather,  with  brass 
nails.  Ha !  ha !  Shall  I  tell  you  what  speeches  they 
were  lined  with  ? 

Sir  G.  Certainly  not— I  am  not  curious,  (aside)  A 
trunk  maker — the  sexton  of  letters  !  And  I  have  tra¬ 
velled  under  his  auspices  !  Pray,  sir — not  that  I 
contemplate  any  new  book — are  you  still  in  the  trade? 

Gold.  Oh,  no.  Three  years  ago,  some  distant  relation 
died — so  distant,  I’d  never  heard  of  him — and  one 
morning,  I  don’t  know  how  it  was,  I  woke,  and,  as  I 
may  say,  found  myself  rolled  up  in  all  his  property. 

Sir  G.  Yes:  Fortune  likes  a  jest. 

Gold.  Ecod!  Fortune’s  made  worse  jokes  in  her  time, 
I  cm  tell  you.  And  so - 

iSr  G.  And  so,  your  business,  sir,  with  me? 
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Gold.  That's  it.  (rises)  My  wife  says  I  must,  if  only 
for  ornament,  keep  a  valet.  Now,  there's  a  young  man 
named  Bantam,  who  says  he's  lived  with  you. 

Sir  G.  Bantam ! 

Gold.  Nicholas  Bantam  :  and  though  my  wife  insists  I 
may  take  Professor  Truffles'  word  for  him,  still  I've  come 
to  you,  to  ask  if - 

Enter  Servant,  l.  1  e.,  showing  in  Clarence  Norman, 
who  runs  to  Sir  Gilbert. 

Servant.  Mr.  Clarence  Norman.  Exit,  r. 

Clarence.  ( runs  to  c.)  My  dear,  dear  sir! 

Sir  G.  (r.  c.)  Clarence,  welcome  ;  most  heartily 
welcome !  So,  five  years  have  left  good  gifts  behind 
them :  trust  me,  yes — for  they  have  made  you  still  more 
like  your  father. 

Clarence.  Oh,  sir !  I  am  so  happy.  I  haven't  been 
myself  since  I  jumped  to  land.  I  could  have  hugged 
everything  English,  even  the  Custom  House.  ( crosses ,  l.) 

Gold.  ( who  has  retired  up)  A  noble  sentiment,  and 
worthy  of  a  Briton  !  I'm  glad  to  see  you  well,  sir.  Ha ! 
my  dear  boy  Felix  used  to  talk  a  good  deal  of  you. 

Clarence.  Felix ! 

Sir  G.  (coldly)  This  is  Mr.  Goldthumb,  the  trunk- 
maker  of  Oxford,  (at  table ,  R.) 

Clarence.  I  remember.  And  your  son — a  frank,  noble, 
generous - 

Gold.  Don't,  don't !  Praise  him  after  that  fashion,  and 
you'll  kill  me. 

Sir  G.  (silting)  In  your  absence,  Mr.  Goldthumb  has 
been  afflicted  with  a  sudden  fortune. 

Gold.  (l.  c.)  And  Felix — dear  boy!— flung  it  about 
him  as  if  he'd  been  hand-in-hand  with  luck  all  his  life. 
He'd  have  made  a  beggar  of  me,  if  he'd  stayed  here,  but 
he's  a  wonderful  young  man!  So  I  sent  him — like  a  brute, 
an  ogre  as  I  am — my  one  boy!  my  only  child! — I  sent 
him  to  Batavia  to  turn  merchant;  for  here  he  found  fine 
companions,  got  into  high  company,  where  young  men  are 
eaten  alive  in  a  night,  and  their  fathers  lunched  upon  in 
the  morning.  And  so  I  sent  him  away,  and — I — I 
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haven’t  slept  well  since ;  and — another  time,  if  you  please, 
Sir  Gilbert,  I’ll  call  and — I  ask  your  pardon,  but  seeing 
your  nephew  come  home,  it’s  brought  thoughts  that — dear 
Felix!  your  father’s  a  brute — yes  Felix — a  brute,  a 
brute!  Exit,  l.  1,  e. 

Sir  G.  (r.)  So  Clarence,  this  is  the  way  you  keep  your 
promise  ? 

Clarence,  (l.)  My  promise,  sir  ? 

Sir  G.  That  you  would  die — die  in  a  week  ?  At 
Dover  you  were  fast  sinking — at  Paris  lower  still — at 
Geneva,  the  doctors  left  you,  and - 

Clarence.  I  recovered  from  that  moment. 

Sir  G.  Clarence,  from  twenty  to  five-and-twenty,  is 
often  the  seed-time  of  our  future  life :  ’tis  from  what  we 
scatter  then,  we  gather  to  the  last,  corn  or  thistles.  At 
this  moment,  had  you  lost  yourself  by  that  squalid  match, 
what  might  have  been  your  condition? 

Clarence.  Dreadful  thought !  I  might  have  been 
called  grandfather  at  forty.  You  must  own,  sir,  she  was 
pretty. 

Sir  G.  It  is  possible.  I  never  saw  her. 

Clarence.  Never  saw  her!  Yes,  she  was  pretty. 
Pretty  !  Raphael— Titian — Guido, — I  have  seen  their 
best  handiwork  !  Daubs,  sir — daubs,  to  that  heaven’s 
painting,  the  baker’s  daughter.  I  suppose  the  wench  has 
found  a  husband  ? 

Sir  G.  I  think  I  have  heard  as  mucin  Married,  I 
believe,  to  one  of  her  father’s  journeymen. 

Clarence.  Married  !  And,  doubtless,  serves  hot  rolls 
at  eight  in  the  morning!  Ha  !  ha  ! 

Sir  G.  Your  first  danger  past,  I  hope  you  are  now  armed 
for  life  ? 

Clarence.  With  the  best  coat  of  mail — indifference. 

Sir  G.  You  must  marry. 

Clarence.  I  return  home  prepared  for  whatever  may 
befall  me. 

Sir  G.  Lady  Elizabeth,  whom  you  slighted,  still  re¬ 
mains  constant. 

Clarence.  Very  well,  sir.  Make  an  early  appointment 
with  the  lady,  and  I’ll  meet  her  at  the  church. 

Sir  G.  Come,  Clarence,  this  apathy  is  a  little  feigned. 


SC.  2.]  TIME  WORKS  WONDERS.  31 

Clarence.  By  no  means,  sir :  only  let  the  lady  be 
rich  and  well-born,  and  my  faith  in  the  equity  of  nature 
is  such,  that  one  woman  must  be  quite  as  good  as 
another. 

Sir  G.  I  was  assured,  Clarence,  I  should  earn  your 
thanks.  Had  you  married  where  you  proposed,  I  had 
disowned  you  as  a  traitor  both  to  rank  and  fortune. 
(Clarence  sits  in  chair ,  l.,  with  his  back  to  the  window — 
here  Florentine  and  Miss  Tucker  are  seen  through  the 
window  to  enter  the  Park — Florentine  sits  and  prepares 
to  sketch)  Nevertheless,  Nature  has  her  holiest  claims. 
You  have  misjudged  me,  sadly  misjudged  me,  if  you  have 
ever  thought  I  meant  otherwise.  No ;  Nature — [turns 
towards  window  and  sees  Florentine) — By  heavens! 
she’s  there  again ! 

Clarence.  Who,  sir?  Nature? 

Sir  G*  Yes  —  yes  ;  Nature — -beautiful  Nature,  with 
face  and  form,  and  motion,  [aside )  This  time  I  am 
resolved — I  will  accost  her !  Why  did  he  not  arrive  an 
hour  hence  ?  Why — your  pardon,  Clarence  ;  I  blush  for 
my  inhospitality.  You  must  be  fatigued — must  need 
refreshment  ? 

Clarence.  Oh,  sir !  the  dinner  hour  is  near,  I  take  it 
— I  can  wait  till  then. 

Sir  G.  I  will  not  have  it  so.  Nay,  I  am  despotic ! 
you  must  eat.  [aside)  A  storm  threatens  ;  and  still  she 
lingers.  ( rings  bell ,  r.) 

Enter  Servant,  r.  1  e. 

Let  refreshment  be  served  and  instantly,  for  Mr.  Norman. 

Exit  Servant,  r.  1  e. 

Clarence.  In  truth,  sir,  I  have  no  appetite. 

Sir  G.  You  must  go  and  eat.  [urging  him  off. \  L.)  You 
need  it.  Nature  requires  it. 

Clarence.  Then  I  obey :  for  you,  sir,  have  painted 
Nature  in  such  radiant  colours,  who — who  should  resist 
her?  Exit ,  r.  1,  e. 

Sir  G.  I  am  determined  once  more  to  look  at  her,  for 
merest  curiosity.  Still  the  sky  blackens — still  she  stays. 
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No— she  rises  :  she  is  gone  !  I  cannot — must  not  follow 
her.  ( thunder  and  storm  without)  Thank  heaven  for  that! 
{storm  increases  violently  ;  lower  lights  gradually  in  park 
at  hack)  Again  !  {thunder)  Now,  I  were  a  savage  not  to 
fly  to  her.  Exit  through  folding  glass  doors  in  centre ,  l. 

Enter  Clarence,  r.  1  e. 

Clarence,  {speaking  as  he  enters)  Sir  Gilbert,  does 
the  house  stand  yet?  Gone!  {thunder;  approaches 
window)  Of  a  sudden,  a  most  poetic  tempest!  *Tis  well  I 
was  housed  ere  this!  {vivid  flash)  What!  My  uncle! 
hearing  a  lady — another  following? 

Enter  Sir  Gilbert,  carrying  Florentine — Miss  Tucker 
following,  c .from  l. 

Sir  G.  A  chair!  (Clarence  puts  chair ,  c.,  places 
Florentine  in  chair,  c.) 

Miss  T.  (r.  c.)  She's  killed — she's  killed  ! 

Sir  G.  No — it  is  but  terror  at  the  lightning — nothing 
more. 

Clarence,  {aside,  u.)  What  miracle  is  this !  'Tis  she 
— 'tis  Florentine!  Could  dreams  have  shown  her  half  so 
beautiful ! 

Sir  G.  (l.)  She  stirs  !  {aside,  l.)  What  more  than 
loveliness !  She  recovers. 

Miss  T.  My  dear,  dear  child ! 

Floren.  (l.  c.)  I  am  well — quite  well.  It  was  but  the 
flash  that  frightened  me.  Now,  I  recollect  all.  ( rises  with 
difficulty:  to  Sir  Gilbert)  I  thank  you,  sir — greatly 
thank  you.  {turns;  recognises  Clarence;  after  an  effort 
to  speak ,  falls  in  chair) 

Miss  T.  She's  dying! 

Sir  G.  All  will  be  well.  Seek  assistance — fly — fly  ! 
(Sir  Gilbert  supports  Florentine — Miss  Tucker  and 
Clarence  stand  on  the  other  side) 


END  OP  THE  SECOND  ACT. 


Act  3.] 


time  Works  wonders. 


33 


ACT  III. 

Scene. — Apartment  in  Florentine' s  Cottage  ;  garden  seen 

through  window ;  the  scene  furnished  with  elegant  sim¬ 
plicity;  pictures  on  ivalls — with  statues ,  harp ,  <Jr., 

variously  disposed . 

Bantam  discovered ,  looking  at  pictures ,  Chicken 
following  him . 

Chicken,  (r.  c.)  If  my  mistress,  or  Miss  Tucker, 
should  come  now, — if  you  won’t  go  away,  do  come  down 
stairs. 

Bantam,  (c.)  Oh,  Chicken!  This  your  thanks !  Without 
me,  what  would  you  have  done  with  the  thunder? 

Chick.  Only  come  out  of  this  room  !  Miss  Florentine 
is  so  particular  !  And  oh,  dear  !  where  she  can  have  been 
all  this  dreadful  storm  ? 

Bantam.  Pictures  and  statues!  Pretty  nicknacks  for  a 
baker’s  daughter! 

Chick.  Bantam,  do  come. 

Bantam.  Well,  I  will ;  and  I  say,  I  saw  a  lobster  as 
big  as  a  life-guardsman  in  the  larder:  we’ll  have  that  for 
supper. 

Chick.  That  lobster!  Miss  Tucker’s  lobster!  Brought 
from  London  for  her  by  the  carrier ! 

Bantam.  Haven’t  you  got  a  cat  in  the  house  ? 

Chick.  To  be  sure  we  have. 

Bantam.  Well — can’t  she  have  stole  it?  What’s  the 
use  of  cats  to  poor  servants,  if  they  arn’t  to  bear  a  trifle 
of  that  sort  ? 

Chick.  Go  away  :  you’re  just  the  wicked  creature 
people  warned  me  of. 

Bantam.  You  don’t  deserve  a  sweetheart.  You  little 
thought,  when  you  was  looking  out  of  the  window  an 
hour  ago,  to  see  me  in  the  road ;  as  if  I’d  tumbled  right 
out  of  the  skies  afore  you. 

Chick.  Well,  I  was  startled.  We’re  so  dull  here— so 
anybody’s  welcome.  When  the  school  broke,  I  should 
have  lost  my  place,  if  Miss  Florentine,  when  she  came  to 
her  money  on  her  father's  death,  hadn’t  taken  care  of 
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me, — and  so  we’ve  been  in  Wales  and  Devonshire,  and  I 
don’t  know  where.  Now  I  hope  we’re  settled;  though 
we’ve  only  been  here  a  fortnight. 

Bantam.  And  what  luck,  that  I  should  get  a  place  near 
you !  so  that  now  we  can  take  up  the  love  where  we  left 
it  off  five  years  ago. 

Chick.  As  for  love,  Mr.  Bantam,  isn’t  it  a  lot  of 
nonsense,  after  all  ? 

Bantam.  To  think  how  wicked  people  get  when  they 
live  alone!  Nonsense,  chicken!  Let’s  walk  and  talk 
among  the  lilies  and  jessamy  there.  The  sky’s  blue  again ; 
blue  as  your  precious  eyes  :  and  the  rain-drops  hang  upon 
the  leaves,  as  bright  as  the  diamonds  I  wish  I  was  rich 
enough  to  give  you - 

Chick,  {aside)  Well,  if  he  hasn’t  a  tongue  like  any 
mermaid ! 

Bantam.  And  the  roses  as  red  as  any  lobster,  and  as 
sweet  as - (violent  ringing  without ,  r.) 

Chick.  My  mistress!  My  mistress!  If  she  should  see 
you - 

Bantam.  Lay  it  on  the  thunder.  ( retires ) 

Enter  Felix  Goldthumb  and  Bessy,  in  travelling 
costume ,  r.  1  e. 

Felix,  {speaking  as  he  enters )  Your  lady  not  at  home, 
eh?  Never  mind,  {throws  himself  into  a  chair,  r.)  I  am. 

Bessy,  {sinking  in  chair ,  l.)  Now  I  do  feel  I’m  really 
in  England.  Oh,  I’m  in  such  raptures !  Felix,  dear,  why 
don’t  you  speak  to  me  ? 

Felix.  I  can’t,  dearest;  I’m  in  such  raptures  too. 

Chick,  {approaching  Bessy,  r.)  It’s  impossible  it  should 
be,  and  yet  if  it  isn’t ! 

Bessy.  Chicken,  my  dear  good  Chicken  ! 

Chick.  Miss  Bessy  Tulip  !  And  come  back  from  Indy  ! 

Bessy.  Chicken,  I’ll  tell  you  two  secrets.  I  haven’t 
been  to  Indy,  and  I’m  no  longer  Miss  Tulip ! 

Chick.  La !  what  has  happened,  then  ? 

Bessy.  You  see,  Chicken,  we  both  touched  at  the  Cape 
of  Good  Hope  ;  and — and - 

Felix.  Where  we  touched,  we  married. 
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Bantam.  ( coming  down ,  l.)  I’ll  run  and  tell  this  news 
at  Parsnip  Hall.  How  your  old  father - 

Felix,  (seizing  him)  Scoundrel  1 

Bantam.  Scoundrel!  La,  Mr.  Felix,  don’t  you  know  me? 

Felix.  Don’t  you  hear  I  do?  What’s  this  of  my 
father  ? 

Bantam.  He’s  hard  by  ;  just  took  Parsnip  Hall.  He’s 
hearty  and  happy  as  a  king ;  and  what’s  more,  I’m  his 
valet. 

Felix.  And  if  you’d  hold  your  place,  you’ll  hold  your 
tongue.  Let  my  father  know  that  I’m  in  England,  and 
he  shall  know  something  of  the  life,  character,  and 
behaviour  of - 

Bantam.  I’ll  know  nothing  of  you,  sir!  and  all  that  I 
ask  of  you  is, — do  me  the  same  kindness. 

Felix.  You  couldn’t  make  a  wiser  bargain.  But  my 
mother — tell  me, — is  she  well? 

Bantam.  Well!  If  she  isn’t  well,  who  ought  to  be 
well  ?  There  never  was  so  dear  a  woman.  You  see,  I 
just  stept  in  here  out  of  the  way  of  the  thunder.  Good 
evening,  ma’am;  (crosses  to  R.)  good  evening,  Mr.  Felix; 
and  now  you’re  well  on  dry  land  again,  a  happy  honey¬ 
moon  to  both  of  you.  Exit,  r.  1  e. 

Felix.  Ha  !  ha  !  A  little  past  the  time,  eh,  Bessy  ! 

Bessy.  Well,  I  don’t  know,  I’m  sure  a  honeymoon  at 
sea  should  go  for  nothing.  But  where  —  where  can 
Florentine  be  ? 

Chick.  I  begin  to  be  frightened.  She  and  Miss  Tucker 
went  out - 

Felix.  Miss  Tucker  !  She’s  never  here  ? 

Chick.  Yes,  indeed,  she  is. 

Bessy.  Miss  Tucker!  Well,  though  I’m  a  woman 
grown,  married  and  all,  I  do  shiver  at  her  name.  And 
her  temper,  Chicken  ? 

Chick.  Once,  I  said  it  couldn’t  be  worse  ;  but  now,  I 
answer  for  nothing,  (gate  hell  rings  without)  Here  they 
are!  And,  oh  lud!  come  home  in  such  a  beautiful  carriage. 

Bessy.  My  dear,  dear  Flory  !  (about  to  run  off. \  r.) 

Felix.  Stay :  as  Miss  Tucker’s  in  the  house,  caution  is 
necessary.  She  may  visit  at  Parsnip  Hall,  and  might, 
perhaps,  betray  us. 
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Bessy.  Perhaps  !  ’Twould  add  ten  years  to  her  life  to 
do  it.  So,  Chicken,  put  us  somewhere. 

Chick.  Here,  in  this  room.  ( crosses ,  l.) 

Bessy.  Then  whisper  to  your  mistress  we  are  here;  and 
quickly,  too,  or  I  shall  break  from  my  hiding-place. 
(Chicken  shows  Bessy  and  Felix  into  side  room,  l.  3e.) 

Enter  Florentine  and  Miss  Tucker,  r.  1  e. 

Floren.  At  last  we  are  at  home  !  ( crosses ,  c.) 

Miss  T.  Home!  Well,  to  be  sure,  it  isn’t  for  me  tc 
speak ;  but  what  a  dungeon  the  house  looks  after  that 
palace  of  a  place  ! 

Floren.  A  palace  of  enchantment,  I  begin  to  think: 
’twas  so  difficult  to  move  you. 

Miss  T.  All  anxiety  for  your  condition:  but  such  is 
always  my  reward. 

Floren.  Forgive  me;  doubtless,  it  was  so.  Twas 
weak  and  foolish  in  me.  I  would  I  had  your  nerves  in  a 
thunder-storm. 

Miss  T.  Don’t  mistake  me.  I  was  quite  as  terrified  as 
you ;  but  then,  I  know  my  condition.  People  who  have 
no  home,  no  fireside  of  their  own,  have  no  business  to 
keep  anything  like  nerves.  People  so  placed,  should 
never  think  of  themselves,  never. — [aside  to  Chicken,  r.) 
Did  Higgins  bring  the  lobster  ? 

Chick.  Yes,  ma’am, 

Miss  T.  (still  aside )  And  the  cura<joa  ? 

Chick.  In  a  bottle? — Yes,  ma’am.  ( crosses  ?'OundtoL.) 

Miss  T.  They  should  think  themselves  quite  out  of 
the  world,  or  only  so  much  in  it  as  other  people  choose 
to  let  ’em.  They  should  never  presume  to  give  advice, 
either;  else  you’d  have  taken  mine  and  stayed  longer  at 
the  baronet’s.  (Chicken  whispers  to  Florentine  as  the 
speech  is  continued)  And  only  to  think  it  should  be  Sir 
Gilbert  Norman  himself !  What  a  prince  of  a  man !  And 
then  the  young  gentleman — I  wonder  who  he  was !  How 
he  stared  at  you,  and  how  polite  he  was  to  me;  and  then 
how  he  ran  away  from  both  of  us;  and  then  what  a 
paradise  of  a  carriage  to  send  us  home  in!  Well,  I 
declare  I  might  as  well  speak  to — but  1  beg  your  pardon ; 
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people  who  live  in  oilier  peopled  houses  have  no  right  to 
speak  at  all. 

Floren.  ( aside  to  Chicken)  There,  you  say?  What 
unhoped  delight ! 

Exit  into  room  to  Bessy  and  Felix,  l.  3  e. 

Miss  T.  Come  here,  girl.  (Chicken  comes  down ,  l.) 
Don't  you  think  I'm  in  your  way  in  this  house  ? 

Chick.  Mustn't  always  say  what  one  thinks,  ma’am. 

Miss  T.  Yes,  I  am.  Oh  !  I  heard  you,  hissing  your 
whispers  into  Miss  Florentine’s  ear  ;  hissing  like  a  domestic 
cockatrice. 

Chick.  I'm  nothing  of  the  sort,  ma'am ;  and  I  don't 
know  what  a  cockatrice  means.  Exit ,  R.  1  e. 

Miss  T.  That  I  can’t  even  abuse  a  servant  without 
being  answered!  I  never  felt  what  poverty  really  was 
before. 

Re-enter  Chicken,  r.  1  e. 

Well, — what  more  impudence  ? 

Chick.  A  gentleman. 

MissT.  Who  did  he  ask  for? 

Chick.  He  asked  for  the  young  lady,  ma'am. 

Miss  T.  Show  him  in.  Do  you  hear  ? 

Chick.  Very  well,  ma’am.  Only  don’t  say  it’s  my 
mistake,  that’s  all.  Exit  Chicken,  r.  1  e. 

Miss  T.  Now  that’s  a  creature  I  took  from  the  poor- 
house  ;  snatched  her,  I  may  say,  from  oakum,  and  she — 
Is  it  a  vision,  or  the  baronet  himself?  He  changed  white 
and  red,  when  Florentine  fainted.  Men — I  know  'em — 
men  don’t  turn  all  colours  for  nothing. 

Enter  Sir  Gilbert,  carrying  portfolio,  r.  1  e. 

Sir  G.  I  am  an  intruder,  madam,  though  I — {aside) — 
I  don’t  see  her; — though  I — 

Miss  T.  [aside)  He  stammers.  Then  he  must  mean 
something. 

Sir  G.  I  trust,  I  bear  my  apology,  [surveying  apart¬ 
ment)  How  charming  this  retreat ! 

MissT.  Yes,  Sir  Gilbert;  it  is  a  pretty  little  cage 
enough — [aside)  What  a  charming  man!  I've  heard 
nothing  like  him  since  Truffles. 
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Sir  G.  Your  fair  young  friend — [aside) — where  can 
she  be  ?  I  mark  the  rich,  yet  simple  wisdom  of  her  mind 
in  all  around  me. 

Miss  T.  Why,  the  dear  girl  was  lucky  in  her 
governess.— I  knew  the  lady. 

Sir  Gr.  Yet,  madam,  education  could  not  of  itself 
bestow - 

Miss  T.  Your  pardon,  Sir  Gilbert— the  lady  taught 
everything,  and  my  young  friend  learnt  all  the  extras. 
True  humility,  for  instance,  and  how  to  step  into  a 
carriage,  [aside)  That’s  a  hint. 

Sir  G.  Pardon  me ;  you  are  not  related  to  the  young 
lady? 

Miss  T.  I  can’t  say — quite  related.  Dear  Florentine — 
sweet,  unprotected  girl ! 

Sir  G.  Unprotected  !  Such  beauty — such  gentleness- 
such  sensibility ! 

Miss  T.  Ha,  Sir  Gilbert !  That’s  it — that’s  where  we 
feel  our  danger. 

Sir  G.  And  one  whose  right  and  pride  of  birth — I  say, 
whose  birth - 

Miss  T.  Just  so.  [aside)  Not  a  syllable  from  me  about 
the  baker. 

Sir  G.  By  the  way,  I  have  an  odd  smattering  of  the 
genealogies  of  my  country.  Only  give  me  the  father  of 
the  lady,  and  I  doubt  not — if  they  go  so  far — I’ll  name 
her  ancestors,  aye,  to  the  Conquest. 

Miss  T.  To  be  sure  you  would.  Her  father!  Well,  he 
was  a  man!  The  poor  who  came  to  him  for  bread  is 
unknown. 

Sir  G.  Ha !  The  lordly  hospitality  of  an  ancient 
pedigree. 

Miss  T.  Yes,  ’twasjust  the  same  with  his  father  and 
his  grandfather  before  him.  [aside)  For  they  were  both 
in  the  business.  In  the  garden  he  may  speak  out.  Excuse 
me,  ( rising )  Sir  Gilbert,  I  have  to  feed  my  little  family. 

Sir  G.  Madam ! 

Miss  T.  Gold  fish,  Sir  Gilbert ;  gold  fish.  Pretty 
things!  So  tame  and  so  intelligent !  You  should  see  ’em 
swallow  a  live  fly  from  my  fingers !  ;Tis,  I  may  say, 
quite  a  treat  t 
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Sin  G.  For  the  fly,  madam,  or  the  fish  ?  But  with 
your  leave,  Fll  see  this  banquet.  ( aside )  And  so  learn 
more  of  my  fair  mystery. 

Miss  T.  Ha !  you  should  see  Florentine  feed  em. 

Sir  G.  With  flies,  ma’am? 

Miss  T.  No— with  crumbs.  They  come  at  her  sweet 
voice,  and  then,  before  she  feeds  ’em,  she  does  coax  em 
so.  Sweet  girl!  I’ve  made  her  promise  herself  a  day  s 
angling. 

Sir  G.  What !  After  the  coaxing  and  the  crumbs  ? 

Miss  T.  Why  not?  Somebody  must  catch  ’em. 

Exit  into  garden . 

Sir  G.  (going— pauses)  There’s  a  cold  mortal  purpose 
about  this  woman  I  don’t  like.  ’  1  is  well  I  feel  nothing 
more  than  curious  in  the  girl.  Sweet  Florentine— -poor 
gold  fish  !  I  see  it  all,  and  can  apply  the  practice.  I  irst 
the  coaxing — then  the  crumbs — and  then  the  hook  ! 

Exit  into  garden ,  c.  l. 

Enter  Chicken  and  Clarence,  r.  1  e. 

Clarence.  Wrong  to  admit  me!  My  old  confedeiate, 

who  would  drop  a  letter - • 

Chick.  Don’t,  if  you  please,  sir:  that  s  five  ^eais  ago 
_ a  sin  I’d  quite  forgotten.  And  to  quite  forget  a  wicked¬ 
ness,  seems  almost  as  good  as  if  we’d  never  done  it. 

Clarence.  But  say;  shall  I  be  really  so  unwelcome  to 
the  lady  of  the  house  ? 

Chick.  Why,  she  sees  nobody. 

Clarence.  ( looking  off)  Who  s  that.  That  man, 
passing  to  the  next  room  ?  Sees  nobody  ! 

Chick.  Nobody  but  that  gentleman. 

Clarence.  That  gentleman?  ,  .. 

Chick.  ( aside )  Now  he  ’s  in  a  pucker :  that  s  Ins 

business. 

Clarence.  And  who  is  that  gentleman?  Why  do  you 
shake  your  head?  Come,  sweet  Chicken;  once  you  d 

tell  me  every  thing.  _  ,  ri 

Chick.  Five  years  ago,  sir.  I  am  changed,  like  my 
mistress.  Bless  you,  we  ’re  not  the  same  thing. 

Clarence.  Indeed?  . 

Chick.  True.  Miss  Florentine  has  lived  upon  books 
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and  pictures,  and  studied  so,  that,  for  all  her  good¬ 
nature,  now  and  then  there’s  something  awful  about  her. 
Lud  !  I  hear  her  step!  You  must  say  you  broke  into  the 
house,  if  you  please,  sir  ;  for  if - 

Clarence.  Certainly;  since  my  fate’s  so  desperate, 
felony  can’t  hurt  me.  Exit  Chicken,  r. 

Why,  what  a  temple  of  taste  is  here !  And  is  this  the 
school-girl  — the  homely  prettiness  that  caught  my  school¬ 
boy  heart?  Yes,  ( takes  out  portrait)  here  she  is;  with 
her  dove  eyes  and  cherry  lips  !  She  comes  !  and  did  she 
bring  the  ague  with  her,  I  could  not  tremble  more. 

Retires ,  c.,  into  garden. 

Enter  Florentine,  l.  3  e. 

Floren.  Dear  Bessy  !  A  wife  !  How  strangely  wedded 
too! — and  still  the  same  blithe,  merry  creature!  And 
now  her  very  happiness  makes  me  sad.  ( pauses )  No — he 
never  loved  me.  Truly  was  I  warned — ’twas  a  boy's 
folly,  and  the  man  would  scoff  at  it.  My  five  years’ 
dream  is  ended — life  is  hopeless,  real.  Yet  was  it  blissful 
even  so  to  dream !  To  follow  him  through  all  his 
wanderings — to  look  upon  the  same  sweet  scenes — to 
feel  with  him  the  grand,  the  beautiful — to  seem  in  all  his 
steps  an  unseen  spirit  at  his  side,  fancy  lending  pinions 
to  the  heart.  The  dream  is  past,  I  saw  it  in  his  glance — 
his  cold  and  courteous  look. 

Clarence,  (aside,  coming  down ,  r.)  My  lips  seemed 
turned  to  ice.  Madam. 

Froren.  ( surprised \  yet  with  self-control )  Mr.  Norman. 

Clarence,  (aside)  So  ceremonious  !  But  I  have  neg¬ 
lected — wronged  her;  and  her  proud  eyes  tell  me  so. 
It  seems  we  meet  much  changed. 

Floren.  Oh,  sir!  the  magic  of  five  long  years!  We 
paint  Time  with  glass  and  scythe — should  he  not  carry 
harlequin’s  own  wand  ?  for  oh,  indeed,  Time’s  changes  ! 

Clarence.  Are  they,  in  truth,  so  very  great? 

Floren.  Greater  than  harlequin’s ;  but  then  Time  works 
them  with  so  grave  a  face,  that  even  the  hearts  he  alters 
doubt  the  change— though  often  turned  from  flesh  to  very 
stone. 
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Clarence.  Time  lias  his  bounteous  changes  too ;  and 
sometimes  to  the  sweetest  bud  will  give  an  unimagined 
beauty  in  the  flower.  Judge  me,  madam,  by  this  and  by 
your  mirror,  is’tnotso?  [showing  her  portrait) 

Floren  [talcing  it)  What — who  is  this  ? 

Clarence.  The  lady’s  name  was  Florentine. 

Floren.  Now  I  look  again,  I  think  I  remember  her. 
A  silly  school-girl— yes,  I  know  those  giddy  eyes  and 
bread-and-butter  lips ;  a  foolish  child,  that  had  the  side- 
ache  once,  and  thought  it  love. 

Clarence.  Has  time  then  taught  a  truer  knowledge  of 
the  symptoms  ? 

Floren.  Why,  sir,  we  women  live  and  learn.  And, 
sir,  for  this  I  thank  you.  I  have  long  expected  its  return. 

Clarence,  [aside)  She  keeps  it !  Plain — plain!  Each 
word — each  glance  declares  her  heart  irrevocably  gone. 
Passion  tears  me — yet  I’ll  be  calm,  calm  as  apathy.  For 
the  picture,  madam,  I  have  in  truth  been  too  long  its 
unworthy  possessor.  Be  my  apology,  the  hurry — the 
distraction  of  foreign  travel.  I  have - 

Floren.  Never  name  it.  Delicious  Italy  !  all  recollec  ¬ 
tion — all  sense  of  the  poor  vulgarities  of  life — its  cold 
and  commonplace  observances, — all,  I  know,  is  forgotten, 
lost  in  the  sweet  oblivion  of  its  very  air !  There,  indeed, 
the  soul  feeds  upon  the  beautiful — loveliness  encompasses 
it — unknown  melodies  breathe  into  it — it  mounts,  expands; 
and  all  the  coarser  ties  that  trammelled  it,  are  lost— con¬ 
sumed  in  the  awakened  flame  that  purifies  it. 

Clarence,  (r.,  aside)  What  spirit  is  awakened  in 
her?  Is  it  possible, — have  you,  since  we  parted,  been  in 
Italy  ? 

Floren.  (c.)  I  think  I  know  its  every  city — every 
statute,  every  picture. 

Clarence.  When — how  did  you  travel? 

Floren.  Fancy — fancy  is  a  good  broomstick,  and  will 
carry  a  bold  rider  to  the  moon.  Oh,  since  last  we  met, 
I’ve  had  the  strangest  flights!  But  they  arc  past — I  am 
now  on  earth  again;  for  my  remaining  days  a  sad  and 
sober  huswife.  Lud !  that  word  rebukes  me  for  my 
idleness,  [showing  picture )  This  delivered,  have  you  any 
further  business? 
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Clarence.  No — yes — no  !  [aside)  She  looks  me  to  the 
door.  Madam,  your  pardon  for  this  long  intrusion,  [going) 
I  fear  I  have  trespassed  on  the  privilege  of  the  gentleman, 
who - 

Floren.  Gentleman,  gentleman  1 

Miss  Tucker  runs  on  from  garden ,  c. 

Miss  T.  (l.)  He’s  here — he’s  here!  [to  Clarence) 
Ten  thousand  pardons,  sir,  I  didn’t  see  you. 

Clarence,  (r.)  Nay,  madam,  ’tis  I  should  ask  for¬ 
giveness.  Five  years  since — ’twas  a  boy’s  prank — I 
spirited  this  fair  lady,  then  a  thoughtless  school-girl, 
from  your  roof. 

Miss  T.  You!  And  is  it  you,  sir? — You,  who  are  the 
person  who  ruined  my  school — who  destroyed  my  parlour- 
boarders — who  demolished  my  fireside — who  would  have 
married  this  unsuspecting  lamb? 

Clarence.  For  which  error  accept  my  deepest  penitence. 

Floren.  Yes;  for  your  sake  we  are  both  sorry  for  it, 
but  must  even  laugh  heartily  at  the  folly  now.  Eh,  sir? 
Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Clarence.  Ha,  ha! 

Floren.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  The  gentleman  has  returned  me 
what  I’ve  so  long  wished  for — see,  my  school-girl  picture. 

Miss  T.  [taking  it)  It  is  !  [aside)  And  this  milk-and- 
water  face  could  plan  an  elopement !  After  all,  at  every 
time  of  life,  we  are  wonderful  creatures.  Well,  ’twas 
silly — foolish — like  boy  and  girl ;  but  you  both  really 
laugh  at  it  now  ? 

Floren.  Most  heartily.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Miss  T.  That’s  right.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  [they  continue 
laughing —  Clarence,  ivith  great  effort  laughs  too) 

Clarence,  [aside)  I  shall  choke.  Ladies,  fare  ye  well. 

Hurries  off  R. — Florentine  sinks  into  a  chair . 

Miss  T.  Bless  me,  why  you  are  as  pale  as  parchment ! 

Floren.  I  do  believe  I  suffer  more  from  laughter  than 
others  do  from  grief.  And  then  I  have  laughed  so 
vehemently  !  In  a  moment  I  shall  be  quite  well.  But 
’twas  so  ridiculous.  As  he  stood  here,  my  thoughts  went 
five  years  back;  and  I  saw  myself  a  forward,  unreflecting 
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diit — a  baby  runaway,  going — ba, ha,  ha! — to  the  church 
:o  be  married.  Ha,  ha!  and  be  too  was  so  different. 
Ha,  ha !  then  a  passionate,  love-begone  boy,  and  to-day 
so  self-sustained,  so  calm,  so  very — very  gentlemanly. 
Ha,  ha ! 

Miss  T.  Well  enough.  (Florentine  laughs  hysterically) 
There — there,  you’ll  kill  yourself  with  mirth,  (aside)  I 
lon’t  much  like  that  laugh,  it  sounds  no  more  like  the 
true  thing,  than  a  bad  half-crown  rings  like  a  good  one. 
Now,  I  do  insist — that  is,  I  beg — for  people  who  live  in 
other  people’s  houses  should  never  insist  on  anything — I 
beg  you’ll  listen  to  me. 

Floren.  Go  on.  I — I  will  be  grave — ha,  ha,  ha  !* — 
quite  grave — quite. 

Miss  T.  Sir  Gilbert  Norman’s  here. 

Floren.  Here ! 

Miss  T.  He  brought  home  your  portfolio  left  in  the 
park.  Poor  man,  he  had  no  servant  to  send  it  by,  of 
course.  Florentine,  sweet  girl,  can  you  see  nothing  in 
that  portfolio  ? 

Floren.  What  should  I  see? 

Miss  T.  Three  things  most  precious  to  the  heart  of 
woman  :  a  fortune — a  title — and  a  husband.  There’s  all 
human  bliss  in  a  few  syllables. 

Floren.  Fortune — title — husband  ! 

Miss  T.  He’s  now  in  the  garden.  When  I  told  him 
how  you  loved  the  gold  fish,  the  dear  man  caught  flies 
for  ’em  directly.  And  there  was. nothing  in  that?  Oh, 
no!  I  tell  you  the  matter’s  as  plain  as  a  wedding  ring; 
you  may  be  Lady  Norman  to-morrow. 

Floren.  Lady  Norman? 

Miss  T.  The  man  doats  upon  you,  I  know  it — for  when 
he  talks  about  you,  he  looks  so  sweetly  stupid.  Lady 
Norman  !  Now,  if  you’d  married  his  nephew,  after  all 
you  might  never  have  had  fortune  or  title.  In  his  old 
age,  the  uncle  might  have  taken  a  young  wife,  and  then 
the  title  and  all  gone  to  some  wretched  little  interloper  in 
long  clothes.  But  at  once,  and  without  any  doubt  at  all, 
to  be  Lady  Norman ! 

Floren.  (aside)  It  would  be  great  revenge. 

Miss  T.  And  then  that  carriage!  A.  perfect  heaven! 
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Floren.  [aside)  Sweet  revenge  ! 

Miss  T.  Not  that  I  should  ever  think  of  riding  in  it. 
No  :  it’s  enough  for  people  who  live  upon  other  people, 
to  be  allowed  to  walk. 

Floren.  And  Sir  Gilbert's  here? 

Miss  T.  Under  the  great  acacia,  I  promised  to  send  you 
to  him. 

Floren.  Send  me ! 

.Miss  T.  All  for  your  good.  So  if  he  should  speak  out. 
you’ll  say  yes?  So  sweet  a  man  !  And  when  you  marry, 
I’ve  but  one  prayer,— let  me  be  bridesmaid,  and  I  die 
content. 

Floren.  I  changed  that  promise  with  dear  Bessy;  and 
she’s  come  as  though  to  claim  it. 

Miss  T.  Come  ! 

Floren.  She’s  now  in  the  house — come  from  India. 
But  never  fear ;  I’ve  lost  my  bridesmaid— she’s  already 
married! 

Miss  T.  To  whom  ? 

Floren.  l  ou  shall  know  that  secret  by-and-by : 
married  to  a  husband,  rich  as  the  sea. 

Miss  T.  Rich  !  Well,  there  was  always  something  about 
that  little  girl  I  loved  dearly. 

Bessy  runs  in,  l.  3  e.—  Florentine  crosses  to  her . 

Bessy,  (l.)  My  dear  Flory !  where  do  you  hide 
yourself?  [curtseying  gravely )  Miss  Tucker! 

Miss  T.  (c.,  ( embracing  her)  Darling  Bessy!  It  bring; 
the  tears  to  my  eyes  to  see  you. 

Bessy,  [aside)  That’s  nothing  but  right.  It  used  to  be 
my  fate. 

Miss  T.  And  you,  the  little  thing  I  taught  to  stitch — 
cross-stitch  and  herring-bone !  You  to  be  married  !  But 
you  were  always  a  wonderful  child  for  learning!  Come, 
you  must  tell  me  all. 

Floren.  Yes,  all.  [aside  to  Bessy)  Remember  youi 
story.  In  the  meantime,  I’ll - 

Miss  T.  Go — go  and  feed  the  gold  fish.  They  wan# 
you — they’re  dying  for  you.  The  darling  creatures.  One 
of  ’em  especially  be  tender  to — you  know  the  one  ?  He’s 
such  a  gold  fish  ! 
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Floeen.  But,  after  all,  only  for  sport — ha !  ha !  only 
>r  sport.  Exit  into  garden ,  c. 

Miss  T.  But,  my  sweet  lamb,  you’re  married?  And 
our  husband’s  rich  ? 

Bessy.  Rich  !  You  can  hardly  see  him  for  his  money. 
Miss  T.  What  a  blessing!  And  who,  and  where  is  he  ? 
Bessy.  That’s  a  secret,  but  you  shall  know  it ;  for 
hen  did  I  ever  keep  anything  from  you?  And  then 
hat  do  you  think  I’ve  brought  you  ?  So  superb.  Only 
uess. 

Miss  T.  You  were  always  a  dear  babe.  Is  it  diamonds  ? 
Bessy.  Better  than  diamonds.  Something  to  love. 
Miss  T.  I  think,  if  I  was  tried,  I  could  love  diamonds, 
ait  what  is  it? 

Bessy.  Such  a  parrot!  A  grey  one — as  sensible  as  any 

hristian.  It  swears  a  little  to  be  sure - 

Miss  T.  Swears ! 

Bessy.  But  then  it’s  only  in  Portuguese;  oh,  you’ll  be 
ich  company  together ! 

Enter  Felix,  l.  3  e. 

Felix.  Madam,  your  servant. 

Bessy,  {aside  to  him)  If  now  she  should  know  you ! 
Felix,  {aside  to  her ,  L.)  Stick  to  your  story,  she’ll  not 
low  me.  She  hasn’t  seen  me  thrice  since  I  was  breeched. 
Bessy,  {aside  to  him)  La,  Felix. 

Miss  T.  Do  I  behold  your  husband— that  happy  man  ? 
Bessy.  Oh,  dear  no.  He  belongs  to  the  ship. 

Miss  T.  Ila!  the  ship  that  brought  you  over.  What 
as  it  called  ? 

Bessy,  (e.)  The — the  Honeymoon.  The  gentleman 
as  the  mate. 

Felix.  Yes,  madam;  in  the  Honeymoon  I  was  only 
e  mate :  from  the  Honeymoon  I  hope  some  day  to  get 
•st  in  command. 

Miss  T.  (r.)  It’s  only  natural,  sir,  to  expect  it. 

Bessy.  As  to  our  luggage  at  the  docks,  and  that  dear 
;rrot,  when  can  we  get  ’em? 

Felix.  Doubtless,  to-morrow.  Ha,  ma’am!  such  a 
rrot!  No  single  woman  with  that  parrot  need  marry. 
ie  bird  has  all  the  talk  of  a  husband - - 
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Miss  T.  But  doesn’t  it  swear  at  one  ? 

Felix.  I  said,  madam,  has  all  the  talk  of  a  husband 
with  no  other  fault.  Oh,  you’d  dote  upon  him  ! 

Miss  T.  I  can’t  tell.  Bessy,  ’twas  only  last  week  the; 
butchered  my  pug.  The  wretches  said  he  was  mad,  wliei 
he  was  only  in  high  spirits. 

Felix.  And  so  they  knocked  out  his  brains  ? 

Miss  T.  The  monsters !  When  he’d  only  bitten  thre 
people,  and  two  of  them  nothing  but  charity  child  rid 
Ha,  sir!  such  a  dog!  Had  you  but  seen  him  at  a  goose 
berry  bush !  How  he’d  walk  upon  his  tip-toes  round  un¬ 
round,  and  eat  the  fruit  and  never  prick  his  nose  ! 

Felix.  Ha,  madam  !  That  man — proud  man — coul- 
compass  such  philosophy !  To  pick  the  gooseberric 
of  life,  and  never  prick  his  nose  ! 

Gold.  ( speaks  without ,  r.)  What  does  the  woman  sta 
for  ?  Come  along. 

Felix,  (aside  to  Bessy)  My  father !  That  rasc^ 
Bantam’s  blown  all.  I’ll  just  take  a  turn  in  the  garden- 

Miss  T.  Not  in  the  garden.  You’ll — you’ll  frighte 

the  fish. 

Felix.  By  no  means.  I’m  a  sailor,  and  they’re  used  t 
me.  (aside  to  Bessy)  We’re  an  undone  man  and  wife.  . 

Exit  into  garden,  c.,  Bessy  retires ,  watching  hid 

Enter  Goldthumb  and  Mrs.  Goldthumb,  r.  1  e. 

Mrs.  G.  (speaking  as  she  enters )  And  let  the  carriag 
wait ;  you  hear,  let  the  carriage - 

Gold.  Carriage!  I’m  tired  of  hearing  it.  Ha,  Mu 
Tucker,  when  we  were  first  married,  we  used  to  lie  awak 
half  the  night,  thinking  how  we  should  buy  a  mangle- 
and  now,  it’s  always  carriage,  carriage. 

Mrs.  G.  Mr.  Goldthumb,  you  don’t  deserve  the  goc 

that  fortune’s  done  you.  . 

Gold.  Ha,  that’s  because  I  take  the  good  quietl; 
While  you,  like  a  vain  old  peacock,  go  screaming  aboi 
that  all  the  world  may  stare  at  your  fine  feathers. 

Mrs.  G.  Ugh !  such  vulgarity  1  If  you  was  bom  wil 
a  silver  spoon  in  your  mouth 

Gold.  Well,  if  I  was?  Is  that  any  reason  I  shoui 
never  open  my  mouth,  but  the  spoon  should  come  out  • 
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■  9  Be  quiet,  do,  I'm  thinking  of  our  dear  boy,  and 
ou - 

Mrs.  G.  Dear  boy,  indeed  !  Very  dear— or  you  d  never 
ave  sent  him  to  an  outlandish  place,  where  tigers  run 
bout  the  streets  like  cats  at  midnight. 

Gold.  Will  the  woman  drive  me  mad !  I  sent  him 
here  for  his  good.  I’d  have  killed  him — yes,  killed  him 
or  his  good.  Didn't  Brutus  kill  his  son  ? 

Mrs.  G.  So  you  say.  But  if  he  did,  he  never  thought 
iim  his  own  child. 

Gold.  My  dear  Miss  Tucker, — is  that  the  lady?  Don  t 
ay  a  w*ord,  but  Bantam's  told  me  all  about  it. 

Miss  T.  All  about  it  1 

Gold.  Bantam — he’s  my  new  valet — begged  me  to  be 
ecret,  but  he  said  there  was  a  lady  here  who'd  tell  me 
tews  of  dear  Felix.  (Bessy  comes  down ,  l.  c.)  Yes,  this 
s  siie — I  know  it  is.  How 'd  ye  do,  ma’am — welcome 
o  England,  ma'am  1  And  my  darling  son — you've  seen 
iim  abroad,  eh? 

Bessy.  Mr.  Felix  Goldthumb? 

Gold.  That's  he.  And  you  have  seen  him?  I— I 
lon’t  know  why  I  don’t  take  you  to  my  arms  and  hug  you. 

Bessy.  La,  sir ! 

Gold.  Bless  you !  you  must  have  a  pretty  face  at  any 
time — but  having  seen  my  dear  Felix,  you  look  to  me  ten 
thousand  times  the  prettier.  And  he  was  quite  well?  I 
knew  it.  And  steady — and  prosperous — and  happy  ? 
There — I  knew  it — I  was  sure  of  it.  And  the  fevers 
they  talk  of — and  the  snakes  and  wild  beasts — and  hurri¬ 
canes — nothing  hurt  him,  eh?  I  knew  it.  And  yet  this 
woman,  my  wife,  ma'am,  and  after  all  not  so  bad  as  she 
looks— this  woman,  all  the  while  my  dear  boy's  been 
away,  she’s  been  in  my  ears  like  a  death-watch.  The 
wind  never  roared  of  a  night  that  she  didn’t  nudge  me  to 
listen  to  it — never  a  shipwreck  in  the  paper,  that  she 
didn’t  double  down  the  place  for  me — never  heard  of  a 
tiger  eating  a  man,  that  she  didn't  leer  at  me  like  a 
raven,  and  wonder  where  her  dear  boy  was  ! 

Mrs.  G.  And  if  he  is  well,  it’s  more  than  you  deserve. 
But  the  young  lady  will  come  with  us — our  carriage's  at 
the  door. 
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Gold.  To  be  sure  she  will,  and  Miss  Tucker  too;  and 
we’ll  talk  about  Felix  till  midnight. 

Miss  T.  I — I  can’t  leave  just  now:  and  then  there’s 
the  gentleman, — the  mate  of  the  Honeymoon. 

Gold.  The  mate !  He  may  have  seen  Felix  too. 
Where  is  he? 

Miss  T.  I’ll  fetch  him — he’s  in  the  garden. 

Gold.  No — no — I’ll  find  him — I'll - 

Bessy.  ( stopping  him)  Indeed,  sir,  he  knows  nothing. 

<  Gold.  Never  mind,  I  must  see  him — I  will  see  him - 

{is  about  to  pass  Bessy) 

Enter  from  garden  Sin  Gilbert  and  Florentine,  Sir 
Gilbert  comes  down ,  l.  c. 

Sir  Gilbert !  Why,  you’re  not  the  mate  of  the  Honey¬ 
moon,  eh? 

Sir  G.  Mr.  Goldthumb !  {aside)  This  is  somewhat 
perplexing.  Mr.  Goldthumb,  we  were  this  morning 
interrupted.  To-morrow,  it  will  afford  me  much  pleasure 
to  renew  our  conversation.  In  the  meantime,  I  cannot 
but  congratulate  myself  that  I  have  so  cordial  a  neighbour 
in  the  worthy  master  of  Parsnip  Hall,  {bows  ceremoniously) 

Exit ,  r.  1  E. 

Miss  T.  {aside)  He  looks  flustered — like  a  man  who’s 
put  the  question. 

Gold.  Very  civil  and  very  odd.  But  what  have  you 
done  with  the  mate?  I  must  see  the  mate. 

Floren.  (c.)  Oh,  the  gentleman?  He’s  gone — gone 
to  the  Docks.  He’ll  be  here,  he  told  me,  to-morrow. 

Bessy,  (r.  c.)  And  I  know  he  can’t  tell  you  half  so 
much  of  your  son  as  I  can.  * 

Gold,  (r.)  No?  Well  then,  come  along.  Won’t  you 
come  to  ?  {to  Florentine)  No?  Very  well,  {to  Bessy) 
^  ou  must  come.  And  you  shall  tell  me  all  about  my 
Felix!  How  he  looked — what  he  said — what  he  thought. 
The  scapegrace!  He’d  have  been  hanged,  I  do  think, 
if  he’d  staid  here,  but  he’s  a  wonderful  boy !  And  he 
often  talked  of  his  father  ? — I  knew  he  did.  If  he’d  stopt 
he’d  have  broken  my  heart,  but  then  how  full  of  talent! 
Talk  of  genius,  as  I  have  read  somewhere  in  some  of  my 


time  works  Wonders. 


49 


Act  4.] 

trunks,  u  the  genius  of  liis  imagination  came  like  the 
lightning,  and  his  meaning,  like  the  thunder,  followed 
after- it.”  Oli,  a  wonderful  boy  1  A  terrible  dog!  But 
a  wonderful — wonderful  boy ! 

Exeunt  Mrs.  Goldthumb,  Miss  Tucker,  Goldthumb 
and  Bessy,  l. — Florentine  retreats  towards  the 
garden ,  standing  before  Felix,  who  is  about  to 
enter . 

END  OF  TIIE  THIRD  ACT. 


ACT  IV. 

Scene, — Florentine’ s  House . 

Enter  Bessy  and  Miss  Tucker,  c. 

Bessy.  Well,  if  you  hadn’t  such  a  strong  mind,  and 
hated  all  such  nonsense,  I  vow  I  should  think  you  in 
love. 

Miss  T.  I  in  love  ! 

Bessy.  Yes,  for  they  say  love’s  like  the  measles ;  all 
the  worse  when  it  comes  late  in  life. 

Miss  T.  Late  in  life  !  child ! 

Bessy.  Oh,  didn’t  I  see  you  last  night !  When 
Professor  Truffles  came  suddenly  before  you,  didn’t  you 
turn  red  and  white,  and  white  and  red !  I  couldn’t  have 
done  it  better  myself  at  sixteen. 

Miss  T.  Don’t  confound  emotions,  girl.  You  don’t 
know  what  I’d  suffered  from  the  thunder.  It’s  well 
enough  for  you  with  nerves  like  fiddle-strings  ;  but  you 
don’t  know  my  fragility.  I  haven’t  winked  an  eye  this 
blessed  night. 

Bessy.  Well,  you  do  look  a  little  foggy,  that’s  the 
truth. 

Miss  T.  Foggy,  Miss  !  I  beg  your  pardon,— Mistress, 
and  Mistress  what?  I  suppose  your  husband  gave  you 
a  name. 

Bessy.  Oh!  you  shall  hear  that  when  my  husband 
comes.  Call  me  Bessy;  it  takes  me  back  to  that  blissful 
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time  when  you  used  to  carve  thin  slices  for  us.  But 
what  can  make  Flory  so  late  ? 

Miss  T.  Dear  girl!  her  sensibility.  The  baronet  has 
offered  her  his  heart,  and - 

Bessy.  And  what  of  that? 

Miss  T.  She’s  flurried  of  course,  as  a  gentlewoman 
ought  to  be.  Would  you  have  a  woman  take  a  man’s 
heart  as  though  it  was  a  sandwich  ? 

Bessy.  Why  that’s  quite  according  to  the  appetite  she 
may  have  for  it. 

Miss  T.  Appetite  !  Was  there  ever  such  an  expression? 
Positively  you  make  me  quite  shudder. 

Bessy.  Offered  his  heart !  And  Flory  is  at  once  to  bo 
Lady  Norman?  Umpli !  And  I  suppose  you’ll  live  with 
her  at  the  fine  mansion  ? 

Miss  T.  If  she  forcibly  insists  upon  it— not  but  what 
it’s  very  miserable  living  in  other  people’s  houses. 

Bessy.  Marry  the  baronet !  And  she’s  quite  forgotten 
his  poor  nephew  ? 

Miss  T.  They’ve  forgotten  one  another  ;  and  now  laugh 
at  their  love  with  a  common  sense  that’s  quite  delightful. 

Bessy,  (aside)  I’m  not  so  sure  of  that. 

Enter  Chicken,  r.  1  e. 

Chick.  Professor  Truffles,  ma’am. 

Miss  T.  Who  ? 

Chick.  Professor  Truffles.  I  didn’t  know  him  at  first. 
He  used  to  be  as  rusty  as  old  iron,  and  now,  la  !  he’s  as 
fine  as  if  he’d  been  black-leaded. 

Miss  T.  (c.)  Show  him  in — no— yes.  (to  Bessy)  You’ll 
not  leave  me  ? 

Bessy,  (l.)  Never,  (aside)  I’ll  stop  and  sec  the  fun. 

Chick.  I  left  him  looking  at  the  pug  in  the  glass-case ; 
the  pug  he  gave  you.  He  seemed  quite  affected. 

Exit ,  r.  1  E. 

Miss  T.  (aside)  Thank  heaven  he  has  some  fellow- 
feeling  left!  (to  Bessy)  You’re  sure  you’ll  not  leave  me? 

Bessy.  Never — never.  Dear  me,  how  you  tremble  ! 
why,  it’s  only  the  professor.  There’  no  thunder  in  him 
you  know. 
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Enter  Truffles,  r.  1  e. 

Truff.  (l.)  Madam, — Miss  Tucker. — [aside)  My  tongue 
tastes  like  brass  in  my  mouth  ;  and  for  the  first  time, 
brass  I  can  make  little  of.  Madam,  seven  variegated 
years  have  passed  since  in  friendly  conference  we  met. 

Miss  T.  (c.)  Is  it  so  long,  sir? 

Truff.  Yes,  madam,  I  can  look  at  you,  and  say  full 
seven  years.  You  may  remember  this  watch? 

[producing  it) 

Bessy,  (l.)  Oh,  as  a  child  I’ve  seen  the  inside  of  it  a 
thousand  times.  It’s  jewelled,  and  goes  upon  what  they 
call  a  duplicate  movement. 

Truff.  [aside)  It  has  gone  so  once  or  twice. 

Miss  T.  Well,  sir? 

Truff.  I  have  in  vain,  madam,  sought  you  to  return  it 
to  you.  Every  year  I  have  hoarded  this  repeater  with  — 

I  may  say— growing  interest. 

Miss  T.  [aside]  Ha !  the  same  honey  in  his  syllables. 

Truff.  It  brought  you  hourly  to  my  mind. 

Miss  T.  [aside)  I  shall  forgive  him  all. 

Truff.  For  like  you  it  was  of  precious  workman¬ 
ship — 

Bessy,  [aside)  And  like  her,  as  I  remember,  striking 
every  quarter.  Retires  np ,  l. 

Truff.  Take  it,  madam,  and  if  it  went  upon  a  thousand 
jewels  ;  let  it  go  upon  a  thousand  and  one,  and  hang  it 
at  your  heart. 

Miss  T.  Oh  !  sir,  I— I  feel  I  ought  not  to  take  it. 

Truff.  [aside)  I  feel  so  too,  but  I  know  you  will,  [she 
takes  it)  I  said  so.  That  ugly  business  well  off  my  hands, 
and  luckily  before  a  witness,  too,  I  feel  so  honest  that 
I’ll  swagger. 

Miss  T.  Seven  years!  Both  our  hearts  have  had 
many  thoughts  since  then.  When  we  last  met,  pro¬ 
fessor — 

Truff.  When  we  last  met,  ma’am,  my  heart  was  like 
a  summer  walnut, — green  and  tender;  now  I  can  tell  you 
it’s  plaguy  hard  in  the  shell. 

Miss  T.  [aside)  Hard  in  the  shell!  Would  he  freeze 
my  tenderness  ?  01q  that  I  could  laugh  like  Florentine  l 
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Ilal  ha!  no  doubt. 


"worth  the  cracking,  - 


Hard,  shrivelled,  mouldy,  and  no) 
07  -I've  known  ’em  so. 

1  ruff.  Aery  true,  ma’am;  not  to  be  eaten  by  any 
woman,— with  salt  or  without  it. 

Miss  T.  [aside]  Ilis  every  word’s  a  Whitechapel  needle 
to  my  soul,— hut  he  shall  not  see  it.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  to 
be  sure.  _  We  do  change !  What  we  rather  like  one  time, 
we  abominate  another. 

Truff.  Yes  ;  for  the  things  themselves  change  so  too. 
JSow  lm  fond,  very  fond  of  nice,  plump,  ripe  grapes; 
nut  1  can  t  abide  ’em  when  they’re  shrivelled  into  raisins. 

Miss  1.  Raisins !  [aside]  He  means  me.  Ha!  ha! 
ha.  [aside)  I  shall  end  in  a  spasm.  Bessy!  [she  runs 
down,  l.)  Nothing.  You  should  only  hear  the  professor— 
so  droll — ha!  ha! — so  very,  very  droll. 

Bessy.  ^  [aside  to  her)  Don’t  laugh  in  that  way  :  it’s 
cruel.  Its  punishing  nature,  and  only  for  wanting  to 
cry.  ° 

Miss  T.  Cry !  I  shall  expire  with  enjoyment.  Oh, 
you— you  witty  man !  No— not  another  word.  Thank 
you,  sir,  tor  my  repeater.  ’Tis  at  your  hands  an  unlooked- 
for  blessing!  Not  a  word  I  pray.  Raisins!  ha!  ha! 
ha  !  [aside )  J  lie  walnut-hearted  barbarian. 


Exit  with  Bessy  into  garden,  c. 
Truff.  Humph!  Strange  is  the  love  of  women  :  it’s 
like  ones  beard;  the  closer  one  cuts  it,  the  stronger  it 
grows  :  and  both  a  plague.  She  has  no  money,  and  I 
can  t  afford  to  go  gratis.  That  watch  has  been  ticking 
seven  years  at  my  conscience.  ’Tis  gone :  I  can  now 
without  qualms  look  at  a  church  clock  and  a  policeman. 


Enter  Felix,  k.  1  e. 

Felix.  I  dodge  about  like  any  thief.  I— Professor 
J  ruffles ! 

I  huff.  AYhat !  It  can’t  be  Mr.  Felix  Goldthumb! 
JNo  :  that  magnificent  young  man  is  surely  at  Batavia  ! 

Felix.  I  should  feel  for  that  magnificent  man  if  lie 
were.  No  :  lie’s  in  a  better  place. 

Truff.  Why,  your  honoured  father - 

Iflix.  'thinks  me  deep  in  the  mace  and  cinnamon 
market.  And,  hark  ye,  till  I  am  sure  of  his  forgiveness, 
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lie  must  still  believe  it.  lie  thought  my  morals  were 
fast  going  in  London,  so  I  suppose,  to  preserve  'em,  sent 
me  a  wild-goose  chase  abroad.  I've  heard  you  arc  in 
high  favour  at  Parsnip  Hall. 

Truff.  I  have  also  other  professional  business  in  the 
neighbourhood.  To-day  I  give  a  lesson  in  Chinese  to - 

Felix.  What !  do  you  know  Chinese  ? 

Truff.  That,  sir,  is  not  the  matter.  I  teach  it.  Indeed 
there  are  few  things,  from  Chinese  to  backgammon,  of 
which  I  am  not  professor. 

Felix.  Now  tell  me, — where  did  you  leave  my  father? 

Truff.  Coming  here,  as  lie  says,  to  find  the  mate  of 
the  Honeymoon. 

Felix.  Professor  Truffles,  I  am  that  mate. 

Truff.  You?  And  that  young  lady - - 

Felix.  What  of  her  ? 

Truff.  Nothing.  Your  father  and  mother  already 
dote  upon  her. 

Felix,  {aside)  As  I  would  wish. 

Truff.  She  said  she  had  a  letter  for  your  father,  but - * 

Felix.  Here  it  is, — I've  just  written  it.  A  marv 
letter,  crammed  with  travellers’  truths. 

Truff.  And  may  I  ask  for  what  mysterious  purpose? 

Felix.  This.  If  I  can  but  melt  my  father — can  but 
hear  him  wish  me  home  again - 

Truff.  Melt  him !  There  never  was  a  softer — that  is, 
never  was  so  sweet  a  minded  gentleman. 

Felix.  But  his  pocket  has  suffered  so  many  gashes  at 
my  hands,  and  then  it  is  his  vanity  to  think  himself 
firm!  Seven  years  ago  he  lined  his  trunks  with  Roman 
history,  and  he's  believed  himself  Cato  ever  since. 

Truff.  True.  'Twas  but  last  bight,  your  mother 
speaking  of  you,  told  your  father  he  hadn't  flesh  and 
blood. 

Felix.  And  what  said  he  ? 

Truff.  He  struck  his  heart,  and  talked  of  Roman 
bricks,  and  Roman  cement. 

Felix.  Dear  soul !  lie  thinks  himself  marble,  when  in 
truth  lie’s  the  very  best  fresh  butter.  Nevertheless,  this 

heroic  whim  I  have  to  combat,  and - 

(Goldtiiumr  speaks  .outside) 
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Truff.  (l.)  To  your  heels,  your  father’s  here! 

Felix.  The  devil! - 

Enter  Goldtiiumb  and  Mrs.  Goldtiiumbr.  1  e. — Felix  is 

running  to  the  centre  door ,  ivhen  Miss  Tucker  enters 

from  the  garden ,  and  confronts  him . 

The  devil  again ! 

Bessy  enters  a  moment  afterwards ,  c. 

Miss  T.  Welcome,  Mr.  Goldthumb  !  How  lucky  too, 
for  here’s  the  mate  of  the  Honeymoon. 

Gold.  (r.  c.)  Where — where?  He  must  have  seen 
my  dear  boy,  and  he  can  tell  me - 

Bessy,  (c.,  coming  downhetween  Felix  and  Goldthumb) 
Not  a  word,  sir — not  a  syllable. 

Gold.  Why  not? 

Bessy.  The  poor  gentleman’s  got  the  tooth-ache. 

Miss  T.  (r.)  The  tooth-ache  ! 

Bessy.  Poor  creature !  ( significantly  to  Felix)  He’s 

obliged  to  cover  his  face  with  his  handkerchief  to  the 
very  top  of  his  nose,  and  to  pull  his  cap  quite  over  his 
suffering  eyes.  (Felix  does  this ,  wholly  covering  his  face ) 

Gold.  Why, — why  his  eyes  ? 

Bessy.  The  pain’s  in  his  eye  teeth,  sir. 

Mrs.  G.  ( crosses  to  Felix)  Is  the  pain  so  very  bad, 
sir?  (Felix  groans  and  sits  at  table ,  l.)  I’ve  a  medicine 
at  home  that’s  done  me  a  world  of  good.  Let  me  look  at 
your  eyes  — pray  let  me  look  at — ( lifts  his  cap — recognises 
him  and  screams  violently) 

Gold,  [supporting  her )  Why,  what’s  the  matter, 
woman  ? 

Mrs.  G.  [aside)  It  is  my  child — my  darling  Felix. 
Oh!  oh! 

Gold.  Is  it  catching?  Have  you  got  the  tooth -ache, 
too  ?  Speak. 

Mrs.  G.  His  eyes — his  eyes  ! 

Gold.  What  of  ’em  ? 

Mrs.  G.  What  of  ’em  !  Goldthumb,  as  I’m  a  mother, 
I  never  saw  such  eyes  in  all  my  life. 

Gold.  Well,  don’t  cry;  but  stamp  upon  your  feelings, 
as  the  Komans  did.  [to  Felix)  I’m  sorry,  sir,  for  the 
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pain  you’re  in  ;  for  I  thought  to  hear  some  news  of  my 
boy.  Very  sorry,  but — {to  Bessy)  I’d  nigh  forgot  you. 
Where’s  the  letter? 

Bessy.  Letter,  sir? 

Gold.  The  letter  that  Felix  sent  by  you— the  letter 
that  you  last  night  told  me  was  in  your  baggage.  (Felix 
unobserved  places  letter  in  her  hands) 

Bessy.  Oh,  that  letter!  Here  it  is,  sir. 

Gold.  It  is  his  fine,  bold,  manly  hand.  Ha !  foreign 
paper,  too.  There’s  always  something  romantic  in  foreign 
paper.  It  feels  a  magnificent  letter!  {to  Felix)  You 
mayn’t  have  known  much  of  my  boy,  but  he’s  a  wonder¬ 
ful  fellow.  But  I’ll  read  the  letter. 

Mrs.  G.  Not  now — let’s  go  home:  for  I’ve  medicine 
there  will  soothe  this  dear  gentleman  in  his  torment. 

Gold.  Pooh  !  Nothing  so  soothing  for  a  proper  mind 
as  a  piece  of  fine  writing.  I  know  it.  Many  a  time  when 
my  brain’s  been  torn  to  bits,  I’ve  gone  and  buried  myself 
in  my  trunks. 

Miss  T.  Perhaps  a  little  opium  would  relieve  the 
gentleman  ? 

Gold.  Pooh  !  There’s  a  sort  of  writing  that’s  better 
than  all  the  opium  in  the  world,  {to  Felix)  You  shall 
judge,  sir.  {opens  letter) 

Mrs.  G.  {looking  over  him)  Why,  all  the  lines  are 
written  like  steps. 

Gold.  Steps  !  Foolish  woman,  it’s  blank  verse  : 
steps  that  lead  to  the  temple  of  fame.  Don’t  they, 
professor  ? 

Truff.  They  do.  But  the  flight’s  so  devilish  high, 
that  a  good  many  sit  down  and  go  to  sleep  half-way. 

Gold.  He  knew  I  loved  all  sorts  of  verse,  and — dear 
boy  ! — here’s  a  feast !  {reads) 

“  Most  honourable,  best  beloved  sire, — 

Here,  with  the  sun  of  Afric  o’er  my  head, 

Here  do  I  lie — 

Truff.  {aside)  That’s  true. 

Gold. 

“  Here  do  I  lie,  and  think  of  Marylcbone.” 

{to  Felix)  Isn’t  that  beautiful,  sir?  And  here’s  bis 
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journal.  I  always  told  him  to  keep  a  journal.  If  we 
only  put  down  our  dinners,  they  all  go  to  make  a  book. 
Now,  listen  : — [reads) 

u  West  of  Madeira,  heard  three  mermaids  sing. 

They  dived ;  but  much  applauded  by  the  crew, 

They  rose  and  sang  again.” 

Miss  T.  Just  as  they  do  at  the  opera. 

Gold,  [to  Felix)  Curious  isn’t  it? 

Felix,  [mutters)  Very — very  curious. 

Gold,  [reads] 

u  The  twelfth.  In  sight  of  Cape,  a  demon  craft, 

Bore  on  our  larboard  beam — the  captain’s  ghost 
Thro’  red-hot  speaking-trumpet  hailed  our  ship. 

We  answer’d  not :  but  prayed  and  hauled  our  wind.b 

u  Hauled  our  wind /”  Professor,  you  know  everything : 
what’s  that  ? 

Tuuff.  Hauled  our  wind  !  Humph  !  Why — when  a 
ship  hauls  her  wind,  it  means  that  she  takes  breath  to 
recover  herself. 

Bessy.  Oh,  Mr.  Goldthumb,  how  could  you  ever  send 
so  wonderful  a  youth  among  the  blackamoors  ? 

Gold.  That’s  it:  he  was  too  great  a  creature  to  stop 
here.  He  hadn’t  room  to  turn  in  England.  He  was  like 
a  giant  in  a  sentry-box. 

Mrs.  G.  And  that’s  the  reason  you  ought  to  have  kept 
him.  Giants  are  not  so  plentiful  among  us,  I’m  sure. 

Gold,  (c.)  Pshaw!  I  tell  you  Felix  will  go,  I’m  sure 
of  it,  down  to  posterity  on  a  white  elephant. 

Mrs.  G.  (r.  c.)  Fiddlestick  !  Let  posterity  find  its 
own  elephants.  I  never  knew  anybody  the  better  for 
posterity  in  all  my  life. 

Miss  T.  (r.)  But  you  never  intend  to  keep  him  among 
the  barbarians? 

Bessy,  (l.  c.)  La,  his  heart  would  break  at  the 
thought,  [coaxing  him)  Now,  confess,  wouldn’t  you 
jump  with  joy  to  see  Felix  before  you  ? 

Mrs.  G.  Your  only  child ! 

Miss  T.  So  dutiful  a  son  ! 

Truff.  (l.)  So  excellent  a  youth ! 

Felix,  [speaking  as  with  pain)  Such  a  clever  creature ! 
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Bessy.  Now,  what  would  you  do,  what  would  you  say, 
if  suddenly  your  own  Felix  stood  before  you  ?  (Felix 
rises  and  listens ) 

Gold.  Do  and  say? 

All.  Yes. 

Gold.  I'd  scratch  him  out  of  my  will — — 

Felix.  Oh  !  (sits) 

Gold.  Like  an  ugly  blot  of  ink — I'd  bid  him  go  and 
starve  as  daily  clerk ;  yes,  I'd  see  him  on  forty  pounds 
per  annum — see  him  with  a  pen  behind  his  ear  till  his 
head  grew  goosequills. 

Mrs.  G.  Tigers  love  their  little  ones.  Mr.  Goldthumb, 
you  are  below  a  tiger. 

Gold.  Nature  intended  him  for  a  great  man,  and  I’ll 
not  stand  in  her  way — nature  shall  have  her  fling,  (to 
Felix)  Am  I  not  right,  sir? 

Mrs.  G.  (coming  between  them)  There,  don’t  shock  the 
gentleman  with  your  barbarity — lie's  asleep. 

Gold.  Asleep! 

Bessy.  Yes— fast  asleep.  It's  the  letter,  sir,  that’s 
done  it. 

Gold.  Sleep  over  such  a  letter!  He's  fit  for  nothing 
but  the  tooth-ache.  That's  not  the  blank  verse  to  sleep 
over,  and  I've  been  too  long  a  trunk  maker  not  to  know. 
But  I  haven't  read  it  all.  Miss  Tucker,  take  my  arm. 
Professor,  come  with  us.  (Truffles  crosses  round  to  e.) 
Both  of  you  shall  hear  every  syllable  of  it;  for  both  of 
you  have  feeling  hearts,  and  know  what  poetry  is.  Dear 
Felix!  He’s  a  wonderful  boy!  I  won't  see  him  for 
these  ten  years — ten  years  at  least — but  he’s  a  mighty 
fellow  !  Yes — a  wonderful  boy  ! 

Exeunt  Goldtiiumb,  Truffles  and  Miss  Tucker,  r.  1  e. 

Mrs.  G.  Felix! 

Felix,  (jumping  up  and  embracing  her)  Mother! 

Mrs.  G.  You  dear,  darling,  disobedient  child!  Tell 
me  all — tell  me  all. 

Felix.  This  way,  then,  for  safety,  (embracing  her) 
My  dear  mother ! 

Mrs.  G.  Oh,  you — you — you — your  father's  a  savage, 
but  you're  an  angel  of  a  boy. 

They  go  off,  embracing — Bessy  following ,  l.  1  R, 
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Enter  Florentine,  reading  letter ,  r.  3  e. 

“  My  mature  life,  my  character,  may  plead  my 
u  earnestness — may  avouch  the  constancy  of  iny  affection. 
u  Dearest,  tenderest  of  women/' — And  can  tliis  he  the 
marble  baronet? — “my  true  heart  throbs  in  this  letter. 
“  I  beseech  you,  let  me  attend,  and  hear  from  your  lips 
“  my  sentence.  It  will  somewhat  sweeten  the  bitterness 
“  even  to  hear  the  music  that  condemns  me.  Thine,  in 
“joy  or  sadness, — Gilbert  Norman."  One  little  word, 
and  I'm  a  lady  !  and  pride  swells  in  my  heart  and  bids 
me  speak  it.  Alas!  is  it  a  word  for  pride  to  utter?  If 
love  be  dumb,  should  pride  assume  its  voice,  and  so 
make  holy  marriage  mere  imposture?  Oh,  Clarence! 

Enter  Chicken,  r.  1  e. 

Chick.  Madam,  if  you  please,  Sir  Gilbert  Norman. 

Floren.  {aside)  So  soon? 

Chick,  {aside)  How  she  trembles!  If  it  is  love,  it 
certainly  is  love  with  the  ague.  Now  she  looks  as  though 
she  was  reckoning  something.  No,  it  can’t  be  love  l 
True  love  never  reckons,  but  jumps  at  once  at  the  sum 
total.  Sir  Gilbert  Norman,  ma'am. 

Floren.  Oh  !  I  had  forgotten. 

Chick,  {aside)  Then  it’s  clear  it  isn't  love. 

Floren.  I  will  see  him.  Exit  Chicken,  r. 

Yes,  he  shall  have  my  answer.  The  idle  vanity  that 
fluttered  in  my  heart.  I  have  crushed  it — it  is  dead. 
He  shall  be  answered  {rising)  cheerfully,  but  firmly. 

Enter  Sir  Gilbert,  r.  1  e. 

Sir  G.  Dearest  madam,  I — I - - 

Floren.  Nay,  Sir  Gilbert.  You  come  to  know  my 
answer  ? 

Sir  G,  You  smile!  'Tis  yes— yes!  You  could  not 
have  the  heart  to  look — to  smile  thus — and  say  no. 

Floren.  Oh !  Sir  Gilbert,  our  sex  is  sometimes 
barbarous.  But  are  you  not  quick  upon  your  letter? 
You  ask  a  woman  to  choose  a  husband  in  less  time  than 
she  would  choose  a  riband. 

Sir  G.  With  some  reason.  In  the  weighty  matter  of 
ribands,  their  number  often  perplexes  the  choice. 
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Floren.  And  surely  that  may  hold  with  husbands  ? 

Sir  G.  If,  indeed,  a  lady  have  a  box  of  ’em  to  pick  from. 

Floren.  And,  if  not,  she  should  take  the  one — the 
very  one — that  offers?  Is  such  your  meaning, — am  I  so 
forlorn? 

Sir  G.  Sweet  lady,  I  meant  not  that.  I  meant, — 
Madam,  I  am  fivc-and-forty,  and  I  have  just  discovered 
that  I  never  meant  so  much  with  power  to  say  so  little. 
Yet,  I  can  conjure  three  words, — three  precious  syllables — 
from  my  heart,  that,  with  a  voice  as  true  as  truth,  will 
tell  it  all — >1  love  you  ! 

Floren.  And  you  are  forty-five?  How  very  foolish  ! 

Sir  G.  Forty-five,  madam.  Still  'tis  I  who  should 
complain  of  the  tardiness  of  Time. 

Floren.  You  ! 

Sir  G.  Yes,  that  he  did  not  send  you  twenty  years  ago 
to  bless  me. 

Floren.  And  is  it  possible  that  you,  in  all  the  gravity 
of  forty-five,  can  seek  to  wed  me  ? 

Sir  G.  Such  is  the  audacity  of  love  and  hope. 

Floren.  Why,  what  know  you  of  me  ? 

Sir  G.  Do  I  not  listen  to  you?  See  I  not  a  loveliness 
breathing  with  purity  and  truth?  A  casket,  filled  with 
worth  unspeakable  to  man?  What  should  I  know  more? 

Floren.  But  say  I  were  of  mean — of  vulgar  parentage? 

Sir  G.  It  ceases  to  be  mean  or  vulgar.  It  is  ennobled, 
producing  you. 

Floren.  It  must  not  be,  Sir  Gilbert,  (rises) 

Sir  G.  No  ! 

Floren.  Gravely  and  truly,  no.  I  will  save  you  from 
future  self-reproach;  from  the  reproaches  of  your  family. 

Sir  G.  My  family? 

Floren.  Your  nephew.  You  have  a  nephew. 

Sir  G.  Why  should  he  bar  my  happiness?  He  will 
shortly  marry - 

Floren.  Marry!  Whom? 

Sir  G.  A  lady,  rich  and  beautiful.  Indeed  so  rich,  he 
would  be  avarice  itself  to  lament  my  fortune. 

Floren.  Has  he  known  the  lady  long? 

Sir  G.  They  have  met  before  lie  travelled.  ’Tis  half- 
arranged  between  her  father  and  myself. 
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Floren.  And  Clarence,  your  nephew,  consents? 

Sir  G.  Oh,  yes.  In  his  own  words,  granting  certain 
requisites  of  birth  and  fortune,  to  him  one  woman  is  quite 
as  good  as  another. 

Floren.  Truly— love  made  easy.  I  have  heard  he  was 
not  always  so  indifferent. 

Sin  G.  Oh,  a  college  absurdity,  he  now  laughs  at; 
now  he  pictures  his  first  love  serving  hot  rolls  at  eight  in 
the  morning. 

^ loiien.  (aside)  Can  he  be  so  mean  of  heart? 

Sir  G.  I  never  saw  the  girl.  I  believe  she  had  one  of 
those  sweetmeat  faces,  that  catch  boys  as  treacle  catches 
flics. 

1  lohen.  But  not  a  man  at  five-and-forty  ? 

Sir  G.  No,  no  ! — impossible ! 

Floren.  And  he  will  marry? 

Sir  G.  To  wealth  and  beauty.  Why  should  I  expect 
or  fear,  then,  his  reproach  ?  Dismiss  that  troubled, 
hesitating  look  ;  smile,  as  even  now  you  smiled.  In  the 
fervour  of  an  honest  soul,  I  swear  to  you  a  life-long  truth 
and  adoration. 

Floren.  Thus,  all  unknown— unknown  whence  I  come, 
or  who  I  am — thus  would  you  take  my  hand  ? 

Sir  G.  I  would. 

Floren.  Take  it. 

Sir  G.  My  heart’s  best  life  !  And  now,  so  pale ! 

Floren.  ’Tis  nothing.  Leave  me,  a  little  time.  Not 
now  another  word  of  love.  You  have  my  promise.  Not 
another  word.  I  pray  you  leave  me. 

Sir  G.  Witness  my  first  obedience. 

Kisses  her  hand ,  hows,  and  exits ,  R. 

Floren.  And  now,  now  I  am  above  his  scorn.  I  could 
have  borne  all  else— was  prepared  to  bear  it!  But  to 
have  my  name— my  girlish,  yet  true-hearted  Jove,  made 
the  plaything  of  his  hollow  heart!  I  have  triumphed. 
The  jest— is  mine  !  [sinks  into  chair ,  l.) 
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ACT  V. 

Scene. — Apartment  in  Florentine' s  House . 

Enter  Bessy  and  Miss  Tucker,  l.  1  e. 

Bessy.  No,  we  don't  want  you  either  to  plot  or  conspire; 
All  we  want  is,  your  silence. 

Miss  T.  My  silence !  That  one  woman  should  ask 
such  a  thing  of  another. 

Bessy,  liis  mother  knows  we  are  married,  and  is  glad 
of  it. 

Miss  T.  His  mother's  a  weak  person.  When  his  father 
knows  it,  he'll  cut  off  his  own  flesli  and  blood  with  a 
shilling,  and  smile  at  the  operation. 

Bessy.  Not  he.  Mrs.  Groldthumb  says  she  knows  he's 
to  be  wheedled. 

Miss  T.  Wheedled  ?  Wheedle  a  husband  ?  You  bring 
pretty  principles  into  the  marriage  state.  Where  did  you 
pick  'em  up? 

Bessy.  In  the  marriage  state,  of  course,  like  every 
other  wife.  Bless  you,  when  you're  married,  you'll 
wheedle  too.  You  can’t  help  it. 

Miss  T.  I  should  despise  myself.  No, — I  should  trust 
to  pure  reason.  Wheedle  a  husband.  Why,  what  is  it 
but  to  pick  the  lock  of  a  man’s  heart  with  a  false  key. 

Bessy.  Well,  and  if  the  heart’s  your  own  property, 
there’s  no  felony  in  that.  I'm  certain  papa  Goldthumb 
will  forgive  us,  if  you'll  only  hold  your  tongue. 

Miss  T.  It's  wrong — but  I'll  make  the  sacrifice,  [aside) 
for  I  can  get  nothing  by  the  discovery.  Ila,  had  you 
followed  my  counsel.  See  what  Florentine  has  done.  At 
once,  she  will  be  Lady  Norman.  The  marriage  will  take 
place  immediately. 

Bessy.  Immediately? 

Miss  T.  The  baronet  is  so  ardent. 

Bessy.  Well,  I  should  have  thought  him  more  grave 
and  sober.  An  old  bachelor,  too  ! 

Miss  T.  Ila,  my  dear,  ’tis  with  old  bachelors  as  with 
old  wood ;  when  they  do  take  flame,  they  burn  prodigiously. 
[aside]  What  a  log  is  that  Truffles  ! 

F 
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Enter  Chicken,  showing  in  Bantam,  it.  1  e.,  ivho  bears  a 
bouquet  and  letter . 

Chick.  Mr.  Bantam,  ma’am,  from  Parsnip  Hall.  ( aside 
to  him )  Behave  yourself  and  don’t  laugh. 

Bantam,  [to  Bessy)  A  letter  froniMrs.  Goldthumb  for 
you,  ma’am.  (Bessy  goes  to  table ,  l.,  and  reads  letter — 
aside)  I  won’t  laugh  if  I  can  help  it.  (to  Miss  Tucker) 
A  nosegay  from  Professor  Truffles,  for  you,  ma’am. 

Miss  T.  Impossible ! 

Bantam.  So  I  should  have  thought — but  here  it  is 
ma’am.  ( crosses  back  to  n.) 

Miss  T.  Stay  without ;  there  may  be  an  answer. 

Bantam,  (aside  to  Chicken)  I  say,  it’s  plain  that 
some  flowers,  like  some  Christians,  come  to  an  untimely 
end  ;  else  nobody  would  send  a  nosegay  to  Miss  Tucker. 

Exeunt  Bantam  and  Chicken,  r  1  e. 

Bessy.  Hear  the  letter  from  mother-in-law.  (reads) 
u  Goldthumb  has  had  a  dreadfnl  dream  about  dear  Felix. 
“  I’ve  had  precisely  the  same  to  match  it.  Ask  Miss 
“Tucker  to  oblige  us,  and  have  a  dream  too.  The 
“  Professor  has  already  dreamt  beautifully — and  so  your 
“  dear  father’s  in  a  delightful  pucker.  The  Professor  says 
“  we  have  only  to  work  on  his  superstition,  and  Felix  may 
u  soon  declare  himself.”  Oh  yes,  father-in-law  will  be 
softened — I’m  sure  of  it.  Why,  what  a  superb  bouquet ! 

Miss  T.  An  odoriferous  compliment  from  the  Professor. 
There  may  be  a  letter  in  it.  No.  (sighing  deeply)  No. 

Bessy.  Yes,  there  is,  I  see  it! 

Miss  T.  Where? 

Bessy,  (takes  bouquet)  See.  In  the  Indies  they  send 
love-letters  made  of  nothing  but  flowers.  Now  the 
Professor,  who  knows  everything,  knows  this ;  and  this 
is  his  letter. 

Miss  T.  Oh,  that  I  could  read  it. 

Bessy.  When  I  was  abroad,  a  Persian  lady  taught  me 
all  about  it.  Bless  you  !  I  can  read  this  like  print. 

Miss  T.  Sweet  girl,  read,  read ! 

Bessy,  (aside)  I  will — and  such  an  epistle.  Here’s 
love-lies-a-blecding;  that’s  the  Professor.  And  this  big 
cabbage-rose,  blushing  upon  him ;  that’s  you. 
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Miss  T.  Beautiful  allegory  l 

Bessy.  Here’s  the  pervenche — the — the  periwinkle ;  that 
means  contentment  with  a  little.  Here’s  a  bit  of  broom ; 
that  hints  at  domestic  love. 

Miss  T.  Broom.  The  hint  might  have  been  prettier. 

Bessy.  Here’s  the  devil-in-a-bush ;  that  means  the 
cruel  fate  that  has  separated  you.  Here’s  rosemary ; 
that’s  for  the  dead  pug.  Here’s  lilies  ;  that’s  hope,  close 
to  London  pride. 

Miss  T.  And  what  does  London  pride  mean? 

Beesy.  That  means  a  house  in  a  square,  and  the  best 
pew  in  the  church.  And  here,  backing  the  whole,  is 
dragon’s-mouth. 

Miss  T.  And  what  does  that  imply? 

Bessy.  Dragon’s  mouth  has  only  one  meaning,  and 
that  is — marriage. 

Miss  T.  Well,  you  have  read  it  beautifully!  Stay — 
here  is  a  daisy;  a  hen-and-chickens  daisy!  What  can 
that  mean  ? 

Bessy.  A  hen-and-chickens  daisy  !  Ha,  ha !  I  don’t 
know  :  it  doesn’t  grow  in  the  East.  Well,  you  must 
answer  this  letter  in  its  own  way. 

Miss  T.  Impossible.  I  know  nothing  of  the  sweet 
science. 

Bessy.  ’Tis  only  to  send  exactly  the  same  flowers  back, 
to  show  you  reciprocate  his  passion. 

Miss  T.  But  if  I  don’t  reciprocate  ? 

Bessy.  Return  him  a  bunch  of  bachelor’s  buttons — 
and  there’s  an  end  of  it. 

Miss  T.  No,  I’ll — ha,  ha ! — I’ll  have  some  sport  with 
him.  Come  into  the  garden,  and  help  me  gather  the 
letter.  Whatever  may  happen,  he  can’t  bring  it  in 
evidence  against  me. 

Bessy.  Ha !  if  all  our  sex  had  your  caution - 

Miss  T.  Oh,  I’d  never  trust  my  feelings  to  pen-and-ink. 
No.  Say  what  you  please  to  faithless  saan;  but  never  let 
him  have  your  heart  in  black  and  white.  Come,  there’s  a 
dear  child  ;  and  he  shall  have  the  same  bouquet  back.  The 
love-lies-a-hleeding — and  the  poppies — and  the  peri¬ 
winkle — and — alas!  I  fear  there’s  not  a  hen-and-chickens 
daisy  in  the  whole  garden,  Exeunt ,  c. 
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Enter  Clarence,  r.  1  e. 

Clarence.  I  have  striven  against  my  heart,  yet  has  it 
dragged  me  hither.  I  will  see  her  once  again.  Again, 
and  for  the  last  time,  look  upon  that  form  of  beauty;  for 
the  last  time  hear  that  seeming  tender  voice. 

Enter  Felix,  running ,  r.  1  e. 

Felix.  I  am  safe — safe  and - - 

Clarence.  Felix! 

Felix,  (c.)  Clarence  !  Thank  fortune,  we  have  met  at 
last!  I  heard  you  were  here — longed  to  see  you;  but 
ever  since  I  came  have  been  in  such  a  whirl - 

Clarence,  (l.  c.)  Why,  what  ails  you,  Felix. 

Felix.  My  father.  He  thinks  me  a  bachelor  far 
abroad;  here  I  am,  a  married  man,  just  come  home.  A 
moment  since  strolling  in  a  meadow,  pondering  how  I 
could  put  matrimony  on  the  lowest  board-wages — for  it's 
wonderful  what  Cupid  eats  when  he  ceases  to  be  single — 
turning  a  corner,  I  came  full  upon  my  venerable  sire. 
Poor  dear  old  man  !  His  mouth  fell  like  a  trap  ;  and  his 
face  turned  white  as  paper.  Twas  plain  he  took  me  for 
my  ghost.  I  didn’t  think  I  could  do  it, — but  like  a  flash 
of  flame  I  vanished  through  the  hedge. 

Clarence.  And  your  father  ? 

Felix.  Taking  to  my  heels,  I  never  looked  behind  me. 

Clarence.  So — I  have  heard  it — you  are  married. 

Felix.  I  am.  And  wherefore  is  it  you  are  bachelor? 
Wherefore  dare  you  meet  me  with  a  single  face  ? 

Clarence.  Mr.  Goldthumb ! 

Felix.  Is  it  so?  Well  then,  I’ll  be  solemn  too.  Five 
years  ago,  Mr.  Clarence  Norman,  you  were  a  frank,  fine- 
hearted  youth.  I  pray  that  Time,  with  his  other  wicked¬ 
nesses,  has  not  spoilt  you.  Five  years,  and  then  I  held 
you  answerable  for  a  young  maid's  heart,  and  you  allowed 
the  compact. 

Clarence.  Well! 

Felix.  Where  is  that  heart ?  How  fares  it?  Are  you 
still  the  fountain  of  its  happiness,— or  is  the  source  that 
fed  it  turned  aside?  Five  years  ago.  What  beauty, 
trustingness,  and  hope — shrined  in  a  maiden’s  form  and 
soul — were  yours.  Now,  sir,  for  your  stewardship. 
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What  of  this  treasure  ?  How  shall  I  find  it  Beauty 
clouded — oh,  it  is  so; — faith  rejected,  hope  destroyed. 
Now,  sir,  is  this  to  render  man’s  account  of  that  which, 
under  heaven,  makes  man’s  rarest  wealth  ? 

Clarence.  In  your  chivalry — this  one  thing  you  forget. 
The  lady  quitted  me.  Almost  at  the  church  door  cast 
me  off. 

Felix.  Poor  soul !  with  breaking  heart  she  did  so.  I 
have  heard  it  all.  It  was  to  save  you  that  she  seemed 
light  of  purpose  and  inconstant.  She  found,  that  in 
wedding  her,  you’d  wed  misfortune, — so  with  her  heroic 
heart  resolved  to  save  you. 

Clarence.  I  think — I  am  sure — she  loved  me  then. 

Felix.  Ever  since,  her  very  life  has  been  that  love. 
Would  you  think  it,  when  you  went  abroad,  and  she  was 
left  her  own  mistress — she  learned  your  destined  route, 
and  with  her  books  followed  you  from  place  to  place. 
Happy  fellow !  and  you  knew  it  not ;  wherever  you  went, 
there  was  a  woman’s  heart  fluttering  like  a  bird  of 
paradise  about  you. 

Clarence.  Can  it  be? 

Felix.  Why,  man,  have  you  not  seen  the  change  ?  But 
who  that  saw  the  school- girl  five  years  since — the  homely 
simple  thing — could  think  that  girl  the  noble  creature  of 
to-day?  Oh,  love’s  a  wondrous  schoolmaster. 

Clarence.  I  would  believe  all  this  was  done  for  me, 
and  yet  I  cannot.  I  cannot  think  I  merit  her. 

Felix.  Why,  no :  but  that’s  the  old  generosity  of  the 
sex.  In  love,  women  commonly  bestow  most,  where 
most  is  least  deserved. 

Clarence.  I  came  once  more  to  see  her;  though  not 
with  the  hope  your  words  have  wakened. 

Felix.  You  are  a  little  late  ;  still,  I  trust,  in  time. 

Clarence.  In  time ! 

Felix.  Yes.  If  you  won’t  have  eyes,  you  can’t  think 
all  the  world  will  go  blind  in  deference  to  your  darkness. 
It’s  a  secret,  but  there  is  a  gentleman  who  has  looked  at 
Florentine. 

Clarence.  Looked  at  her  !  How  ? 

Felix.  Why,  as  a  boy  looks  at  a  peach.  In  a  word,  he 
is  very  rich ;  and  with  a  little  bit  of  gold  wire  would 
convey  to  her  his  wealth  and  honours. 
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Clarence.  And  she? 

Felix.  Why,  wealth  and  honours  are  very  pretty 
things,  and  women — bless  ’em — may  be  brought  to 
relish  ’em.  And  you  do  not  guess  your  rival? 

Clarence.  No. 

Felix.  What  think  you  of  that  Corinthian  pillar  of 
coldness,  Sir  Gilbert  Norman? 

Clarence.  My  uncle ! 

Felix.  ( pointing  off )  He  comes, — obedient  as  her  pet 
dog  to  feed  upon  her  words.  I’ll  leave  you  with  him. 
Be  a  dutiful  nephew ;  wish  him  joy ;  and  call  sweet 
Florentine  your  aunt.  Exit,  l.  1  e. 

Clarence.  And  shall  I  be  juggled  thus?  No;  fortune 
has  no  peril — beggary  itself  no  terrors,  to  withhold  me. 
’Tis  clear,  I  have'been  tricked.  My  heart  swells  with  its 
wrongs ;  and  it  shall  take  its  worst  and  fiercest  utterance, 
{retires,  l.) 

Enter  Sir  Gilbert,  r.  1  e. 

Sir  G.  I  am  again  a  youth.  Youth  !  I  never  felt  so 
light — so  joyous;  with  such  a  winged  spirit,  i  here 
seems  a  new  bloom — a  brightness  upon  everything  about 
me.  ’Tis  odd,  too,  I  feel  myself  smiling  upon  all  sorts 
of  people,  and  feeling  all  the  happier  for  it. 

Clarence,  (l.)  Uncle ! 

Sir  G.  [aside)  Why,  what  brings  him  here  ?  How 
d’ye  do,  Clarence?  Where  do  you  hide?  What  do 
you  stare  at  ? 

Clarence.  Pardon  me,  sir.  By  your  blithe  looks,  I 
may  congratulate  you  on  some  new  felicity. 

Sir  G.  Yes — yes.  You  shall  congratulate  me.  But 
as  we  have  met,  and  in  this  place,  I  have  a  word  to  say 
to  you;  a  serious  word — ’tis  marriage. 

Clarence.  Well,  sir. 

Sir  G.  Lady  Elizabeth— her  father  assures  me  she  only 
waits  your  offer — will  make  a  charming  wife. 

Clarence.  How  could  it  be  otherwise?  Consider,  sir, 
her  ancestry. 

Sir  G.  (r.  c.)  Oh,  yes.  But  I  mean  her  heart. 

Clarence.  Oh,  sir;  what’s  a  heart  to  a  shield  of 
heraldry  ?  Every  woman  has  a  heart,  but  how  few  have 
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sixteen  quarterings?  But  is  there  not  somewhere  in  her 
ladyship’s  arms  a — a  bend  sinister? 

Sir  G.  Why,  Clarence,  you  are  strangely  nice. 

Clarence.  Else,  sir,  I  were  your  most  unworthy  pupil. 

Sir  G.  (aside)  A  plague  upon  my  teaching. 

Clarence.  You  have  ever  bid  me  think  myself  the 
depository  of  your  name  and  title.  And,  therefore,  my 
anxious  care  to  transmit  that  title - 

Sir  G.  Possibly — I  say,  possibly — I  may  myself  relieve 
you  of  that  anxiety. 

Clarence.  Sir? 

Sir  G.  I  am  aware,  Clarence,  that  after  these  expec¬ 
tations— nurtured  in  you  as  they  have  been  by  myself — • 
my  resolutions  may  disappoint,  may  wrong  you. 

Clarence.  In  few  words,  sir— you  purpose  marriage  ? 
Do  I  know  the  lady’s  family? 

Sir  G.  Really,  that’s  more  than  I  can  tell. 

Clarence.  You  of  course  know  her  whole  ancestry? 

Sir  G.  {aside)  It  must  out.  I  don’t  even  know  who 
was  her  father  or  mother;  though  from  deduction,  I 
conclude  she  had  both. 

Clarence.  And  you  would  marry  an  unknown  pretti¬ 
ness  ?  Some  creature  sprung - 

Sir  G.  (c.)  If,  like  the  fighting  men  of  Cadmus,  she  was 
sprung  from  dragons’  teeth,  I’d  marry  her. 

Clarence.  Now,  sir,  I  see  you  jest.  Come,  sir;  tell 
me  her  father’s  arms,  and  1  may  guess  her  family. 

Sir  G.  (aside)  Humph !  She  talked  something  about 
the  gipsies.  Her  father’s  arms  ?  What  think  you  of  a 
tinker’s  kettle  in  a  field  proper?  Mind,  I  don’t  know 
them  to  be  such ;  but  if  they  were - 

Clarence.  Well,  sir? 

Sir  G.  I’d  take  the  kettle  for  the  goddess  that  came 
with  it. 

Clarence.  And  your  bride  has  not  herself  unveiled  the 
mystery  ? 

Sir  G.  No. 

Clarence,  (aside)  Neither  will  I. 

Sir  G.  No  ;  it  is  my  pride,  my  glory,  to  take  her  in 
ignorance  of  all  save  of  herself.  And  she  is  like  some 
treasure  diamond :  a  thing  to  give  a  lustre  to  a  crown ; 
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and  yet  to  lose  no  flash  of  her  inherent  light  from  aught 
that’s  base  or  mean  surrounding  her. 

Clarence.  The  soul  of  truth  is  in  your  words.  I  bow 
to  it,  and  must  reverence  your  choice.  And  now,  Sir 
Gilbert  Norman ! 

Sir  G.  Clarence ! 

Clarence.  Look  on  me,  a  disappointed,  blighted,  man ; 
look,  and  hear  me.  Then,  ask  your  own  soul,  is  this 
wise — just  ? 

Sir  G.  What  mean  you  ? 

Clarence.  In  the  deep  feeling  of  my  fervent  youth,  I 
gave  my  heart  to  one  whose  worth — I  can  avouch  it — was 
rich  as  that  fair  lady’s,  soon  to  bless  you.  My  love  for 
her  possessed  me  like  my  blood.  With  iron  hand  you 
plucked  me  from  her;  bade  me  know  my  station — know 
the  world.  You  said  you’d  teach  me  both.  With  stony 
face  and  icy  sentences  you  schooled  me.  My  station,  you 
told  me,  was  removed  from  the  broad,  vulgar  way  of 
human  dealing.  I  might  observe  the  stir  and  impulse  of 
the  common  million,  but  never  mingle  with  or  feel  it. 
And  then,  the  world  !  My  appointed  world  numbered 
some  thousands  or  so,  no  more  ;  exalted  beings,  fashioned, 
stamped,  and  sent  especially  by  heaven  to  make  this 
inner  paradise — all  men  without  mere  tributary  creatures, 
things  of  unmixed  dust.  Was  not  this  the  creed  you 
taught  me? 

Sir  G.  Go  on. 

Clarence.  And  I  was  converted,  or  deemed  so,  from 
the  ignorance  that  blessed  me.  And  so,  I  soon  forgot 
the  humble  maid  that  loved  me ;  and  dead  in  heart,  yet 
vanished  with  outside  courtesy,  became  the  pulseless 
thing  you  wished  me. 

Sir  G.  I  thought  you  had  forgotten— or  but  remembered 
it  for  laughter— the  boyish  fondness  that  possessed  you. 

Clarence.  I  thought  so  too.  And  now,  there’s  not  a 
feeling — not  a  thought — that  is  not  of  her  ;  that  does  not 
blight  me  with  the  wrong — the  mortal  wrong  you’ve 
done  me. 

Sir  G.  Clarence! 

Clarence.  I  learnt  the  worldly  lesson  that  you  set 
me — I  flung  away  the^  treasure  of  a  life ;  and  now 
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impoverished,  broken-hearted,  ask  of  your  calculating 
wisdom,  counsel  and  comfort  for  my  bankrupt  days. 
What  lesson  next,  sir,  shall  I  con  to  please  you? 

Sin  G.  This  lesson — marry  her ! 

Clarence.  What? 

Sir  G.  My  own  awakened  heart  assures  me  that  I 
taught  you  error.  I  thought  it  worldly  wisdom  ;  it  was, 
as  it  almost  ever  is,  refined  selfishness.  Hear  me.  If 
the  girl  be  faithful  still ;  if  the  creature,  that  as  a  boy 
you  loved,  can  stand  the  test  of  riper  judgment — with 
added  grace  it  may  be,  more  developed  worth — than 
Clarence  Norman,  I  say  to  you,  marry  her  and  bless  you! 
Marry  her.  Exit,  c. 

Clarence.  Marry  her!  He  little  knows  the  torture  of 
such  counsel  now.  And  she  herself  is  silent ;  lias 
breathed  no  word  to  him,  but  seeks  in  mystery  a  greater 
conquest.  Albs  plain.  Title—  fortune ;  her  woman’s 
vanity  is  caught,  and  I’m  despised.  Yet  at  all  cost  of 
heart  I’ll  see  her;  for  the  last  time  see  her.  Exit,  c. 

Enter  Goldtiiumb,  r.,  and  sits  in  chair ,  c. 

Gold.  ’Twas  Felix  !  Though  not  to  a  soul  I’d  own  it, 
yet  I  am  sure  ’twas  he.  Now,  plain  as  my  hand  before 
me  ;  and  now  vanished !  And  then  my  dream — my 
horrid  dream  !  And  his  mother — she  dreamt  too!  I’m 
not  a  superstitious  man  ;  no,  I  should  despise  myself  to 
be  so — but  that  two  people  should  dream — 

Enter  Bessy  and  Miss  Tucker,  c.,  ivith  bouquet 

Two !  Three,  for  there  was  the  Professor — three  dream 
alike! — and  then  that  vision  in  the  meadow!  Still,  I’m 
not  superstitious.  No :  I’ve  read  too  many  romances, 
not  to  know  how  easily  ghosts  are  made.  I’m  not  so 
weak  as — who’s  there  ? 

Bessy,  (l.  c.)  La,  Mr.  Goldthumb ! 

Gold.  What’s  the  matter? 

Bessa.  Anything  happened  ?  How  ill  and  pale  you 
look  ! 

Gold.  Ill !  Pale !  Never  was  better  in  my  life — never 
more  robust. 

Miss  T.  (l.)  You  really  ought  to  feel  ill,  for  I  never 
saw  a  man  look  worse, 
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Enter  Mrs.  Goldtiiumb  and  Professor  Truffles,  r.  1  e. 


Dear  Mrs.  Goldtiiumb !  [aside)  The  Professor,  too ! 

What's  happened  to  your  husband?  How  ill - 

Gold.  Ill!  Pooh!  Never  so  strong.  I  feel  a — a — a 
Hercules.  I  didn’t  sleep  well  last  night,  that’s  all.  I’d  an 
ugly  dream  about  my  boy  Felix. 

Bessy.  And  so  had  I. 

Miss  T.  ( solemnly )  And  so  had  I. 

Gold.  Well,  that’s  very  odd,  very  strange!  Ha!  ha! 
[aside)  Oh,  Lord !  There  was  a  tiger-hunt  in  my  dream. 


Bessy.  And  in  mine !  )  ,,7  .,  ,,  \ 

Miss  T.  And  mine  !  )  ^  Slt  C‘  on  ottoman) 

Mrs.  Gold.  ~ 

Truff. 


j-  (r.  c.)  And  mine! 


Truff.  (r.)  Mr.  Goldtiiumb,  no  one —not  even  myself — 
ever  doubted  the  strength  of  my  intellect.  And  I  say 
tigers  don’t  run  in  the  sleep  of  five  people  for  nothing. 

Gold.  Pooh  !  It’s  what  a  novelist  would  call  a  romantic 
coincidence.  Professor,  I  thought  you  had  philosophy. 

Truff.  So  I  have  :  I  make  my  bread  of  philosophy  ;  but 
that’s  no  reason  philosophy  should  make  a  stone  of  me. 

Mrs.  G.  Ha !  Some  people  seem  ashamed  to  be  flesh 
and  blood.  They  ought  never  to  have  had  children  ; 
unless  they’d  chipped  ’em,  like  churchyard  cherubs,  out 
of  marble. 

Gold,  [aside)  A  wife  is  a  comfort  no  doubt ;  for  when 
a  man  is  torn  to  bits — when  he  wants  some  balm  poured 
into  his  wounds, — how  often  will  the  sweet  creature, 
loving  him  dearly  all  the  while, — clap  a  blister  on  him? 
’Sdeath,  woman,  what  am  I  to  do?  If  your  son  was 
killed  by  a  thousand  tigers - 

Mrs.  G.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  Mr.  Goldthumb  !  [retire  and  sit  vn 
ottoman) 

Miss  T.  Don’t,  sir.  The  spectacle  is  too  appalling. 

Truff.  (r.  c.)  I  know  a  little  about  dreams,  Mr.  Gold- 
thumb.  I  once  dreamt  I  was  flayed  alive;  and  the  next 
morning  I  was  served  with  the  copy  of  a  writ.  I  now 
speak  as  a  philosopher.  After  all  these  dreams,  I  would 
prepare  myself  for  the  worst. 

Gold,  (c.)  You  don’t  mean  it? 
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Truff.  You  know  there's  nothing  thrown  away  if  lie’s 
alive.  And  if  not - 

Gold.  A  word,  {rises,  and  takes  Truffles  aside,  r.  c.) 
Think  you  there  are  such  things  as  ghosts? 

Truff.  Why,  you  haven’t  seen — eh  ? 

Gold.  No— no— no  1  [aside)  I  won’t  own  it. 

Truff.  You  relieve  me;  for  had  you  seen  anything,  I, 
y  as  a  philosopher,  would  have  said — go  at  once  into 
black.  ( all  come  forward) 

Gold,  [aside)  I  knew  it — I  was  sure  of  it.  I  am  a 
childless  wicked  old  man.  To  send  away  my  only  boy — 
my  dear  Felix - 

Bessy.  Dear  me  !  You  are  not  well,  sir? 

Gold.  No — yes:  it’s  the  heat  of  the  day — give  me  a 
chair. 

"Truff.  And  pray,  how  is  the  poor  gentleman  with  the 
tooth-ache  ? 

Gold.  That’s  he  !  I’d  forgot !  My  poor  head!  I  came 
to  see  him — I  must  see  him. 

Bessy.  He’s  very  ill,  sir ;  the  pain’s  gone,  but  he’s 
quite  exhausted.  lie,  too,  dreamt  of  your  son  last  night; 
though  he  won’t  say  what.  I’ll  fetch  him,  sir ;  though 
lie’s  weak — very  weak,  [goes  of]  l.,  and  re-enters)  The 
gentleman’s  coming,  but  lie’s  very  weak — can  scarcely 
speak,  sir. 

Enter  Felix,  l.  1  e.,  in  morning  gown  ;  his  cap  over  his 

eyes ,  and  handkerchief  round  his  face  ;  they  place  him  in 

a  chair  next  to  Goldtiiumb  ;  Truffles  sits,  r. 

Gold.  There  you’re  better — much  better,  eh  ? 

Felix,  [in  a  feeble ,  disguised  voice)  Very  little. 

Gold.  (r.  c.)  I  want  you  to  tell  me  about  Felix. 
(Felix  sighs  deeply)  What’s  the  matter? 

Felix,  (l.  c.)  Nothing.  He’s  the  most  intimate  friend 
I  have  ;  and  last  night  I  dreamt, — but  then,  what  arc 
dreams,  sir  ? 

Gold.  Nothing — nothing.  Ha,  ha!  wise  men  laugh  at 
’em.  How  did  you  leave  my  F elix  ?  He  was  well — happy? 

Felix.  Neither  well  nor  happy.  Away  from  you,  his 
only  consolation  was  tiger-hunting.  [all  groan) 

Gold,  [aside)  And  I  have  driven  him  to  it ! 
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Felix.  He  repented  of  all  his  follies  in  London  5  but 
said  lie  feared  you’d  never  forgive  him. 

Gold.  I  have  forgiven  him — I  have  forgiven  him. 

Felix.  Said  he  thought  you  never  loved  him,  or  you 
wouldn’t  have  sent  him  from  you. 

Gold.  It  was  savage — it  was  cruel — it  was  stony¬ 
hearted. 

Mrs.  G.  (r.)  It  was — it  was — it  was  ! 

Gold,  [aside)  Ugh!  Another  blister ! 

Felix,  [aside)  I  ean’t  bear  this  much  longer. 

Gold.  My  only  child !  The  sole  blessing  sent  me  by 
heaven  !  The  little  thing  that  hour  by  hour  grew  up  at 
my  knee !  The  laughing  baby — the  frank  frolicsome 
boy — the  mettlesome  high-spirited  youth — and  I  forgot 
all  this — I  sent  him  from  me !  When  I  should  have 
treasured  him  at  home  —  for  how  long  have  I,  a 
miserable  old  man,  to  live  ? — When  I  should  have  made 
him  my  companion — my  best  friend — my — Oh,  Felix! 
Felix ! 

Felix.  ( falling  on  liis  knees  and  discovering  himself) 
Father ! 

Gold.  Felix,  my  son!  My  own  boy!  My  darling 

Felix  !  My - Scoundrel !  I  see  the  trick  you’ve  played 

me; — you’ve  juggled  me — but  you’re  mistaken — I’ll  be 
firm  still — Roman  bricks — Roman  cement — I’ll — I’ll — 
Oh,  Felix,  Felix!  [throws  himself  upon  Felix’s  neck) 

Felix.  Am  I  forgiven,  sir?- 

Gold.  Yes — all,  all  your  faults. 

Felix,  [showing  Bessy)  Here’s  a  little  one,  sir ;  my 
wife — am  I  forgiven  this  too? 

Gold.  What!  this  little  sugar-plum  your  wife?  Let 
me  know  all.  Is  there  a  cradle  in  the  house  ?  ( crosses 
between  Bessy  and  Felix) 

Miss  T.  Mr.  Goldthumb  ! 

Gold.  Come  along— let’s  go  home — don’t  speak — not 
a  word.  And — my  dear  Felix !  My  sweet  little  daughter. 
Well,  now  you’ve  come  back,  you  shall  never  leave  me — 
never — never!  [aside)  I’ve  been  prettily  tricked  and 
fooled.  I  ought— I  feel  I  ought  to  have  some  Roman 
blood  in  me;  but  I  haven’t;  it’s  all  turned  to  buttermilk. 
Come  along,  [aside)  I  ought  to  send  him  packing — to 
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banish  him  to  the  world’s  end ;  but  I  can’t  do  it.  He’s 
my  own  son,  and  then  he’s  shown  himself  such  a  won¬ 
derful  boy !  Come  along. 

Exeunt  Mr.  Goldthumb  and  Bessy,  Felix  and 
Mrs.  Goldthumb,  r.  1  e. 

Miss  T.  (is  following ,  when  Truffles  stops  her ,  and 
looks  at  her  expressively)  Professor  Truffles,  may  I 
reciprocate  a  bouquet  ?  (gives  him  bouquet) 

Truff.  Beautiful  flowers  !  So  delicate,  so  bright,  so 
odoriferous  ! — your  heart  must  be  among  ’em.  JT1  wear 
it  next  my  own. 

Miss  T.  (aside)  Gorgeous  man! 

Truff.  And  Florentine  marries  the  baronet? 

Miss  T.  She  does  him  that  honour. 

Truff.  Heiglio!  And  you  will  reside  with  her  new 
ladyship  ? 

Miss  T.  She  can’t  live  without  me.  The  whole  mansion 
will  be  at  my  disposal.  Carriages,  servants,  everything. 
But  then,  Professor,  it’s  not  one’s  own  mansion  ;  not 
one’s  own  carriage.  And  people  who  live  in  other 
people’s  houses — you  understand  ? 

Truff.  Perfectly,  (aside)  Pve  so  often  tried  the  experi¬ 
ment.  I  know  the  girl  will  give  her  something  handsome 
to  get  rid  of  her  ;  so  I’ll  risk  the  knot.  Ha !  ’tis  sweet 
indeed  to  call  a«sweet  thing  one’s  own.  Charming  Tucker, 
may  I  call  you  my  own? 

Miss  T.  Truffles ! 

Truff.  As  we  can  do  nothing  else,  we’ll  follow  the 
fashion,  and  set  up  a  school  a-piece.  Think  of  the  delight. 
Our  own  house — our  hearth — our  tea  kettle — our  own  cat. 

Miss  T.  Whither  would  you  lead  me  ?  I — I  can 

answer  nothing. 

Truff.  Then  let  this  rose,  (taking  cabbage  rose  from 
bouquet  and  presenting  it)  your  Attest  representative, 
answer  for  you. 

Miss  T.  (tremulously  taking  the  rose ,  and  returning  it) 
Take  it — it  is  myself. 

Truff.  (giving  her  a  lily  of  the  valley)  And  this  is  me. 

Miss  T.  Is  it  too  late  to  take  it  back  again  ? 

Truff.  It  is  impounded  by  Hymen  j  and  again  to  take 
it  would  be  to  rob  the  church. 

Exeunt ,  r. 
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Enter  Florentine  and  Chicken,  l.  3  e. 

Floren.  Prepare  what  I  have  told  you  ;  and  in  half  an 
hour  let  the  chaise  wait  for  me  at  the  end  of  the  village. 

Cjiick.  And  Miss  Tucker — and  dear  Mrs.  Felix,  ma’am  ? 

Floren.  (c.)  Not  a  word.  When  safely  distant,  I  will 
write  to  them  my  determination.  And,  good  girl,  think 
well  ere  you  decide.  Where  my  course  lies  as  yet  I  know 
not.  But  wherever  it  may  be,  I  remain  secret — dead  to 
the  world. 

Chick,  (l.  c.)  If  it  was  to  go  and  be  $  nun  with  you, 
ma’am,  I  do  think  I  could  do  it.  (crosses,  aside )  For 
there’s  no  trusting  to  Bantam. 

Floren.  Be  quick,  then — and  be  silent. 

Chick.  ( crosses  to,  r.)  Yes,  ma’am.  But  what  of  Sir 
Gilbert,  ma’am  ?  He’s  been  here  a  long  time  to  see  you. 

Floren.  Say  I  await  him  here.  Exit  Chicken,  r. 
He  may  deem  me  light,  capricious,  as  he  will :  I  will  not 
wed  him.  Now,  a  calm  is  on  my  heart, — now  I  see  in 
all  its  misery,  the  fate  my  pride  prepared  for  me. 

Enter  Sir  Gilbert,  r. 

Sir  G.  Forgive  me,  Florentine,  that  like  an  unquiet 
spirit  I  thus  haunt  you.  You  know  my  errand? 

Floren.  No.- 

Sir  G.  You  cannot  guess  ?  Does  no  touch  of  sympathy 
reveal  it  ? 

Floren.  Even  so,  Sir  Gilbert. 

Sir  G.  (c.)  Sweet  Florentine,  there  is  now  but  one  wish 
yearning  at  my  heart.  With  a  frankness  that  enhanced 
the  prize,  you  gave  your  hand.  When,  say  when,  at  the 
altar  may  I  claim  it  ? 

Floren.  (l.  c.)  Sir  Gilbert, - 

Sir.  G.  [aside)  So  cold  ! 

Floren.  Sir  Gilbert,  at  your  hands  I  ask — implore 
forgiveness. 

Sir  G.  Forgiveness,  Florentine  ? 

Floren.  For  one,  who  in  her  folly  mistook  vanity  for 
love,  confounding  worldly  triumph  with  affection.  It  is 
from  your  exalted  mind,  Sir  Gilbert — from  the  innate 
nobility  of  your  true  heart,  I  ask  compassion  and  for¬ 
giveness. 
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Sir  G.  No,  you  mean  not  that.  My  fears  are  but  the 
excess  of  love,  that  like  a  miser  is  made  timorous  by  the 
very  treasure  that  he  holds. 

Floren.  Sir  Gilbert,  true  it  is  I  pledged  you  my  hand. 
In  one  passionate  moment  did  I  deem  myself  your  wife. 
I  must  endure  your  hardest  thoughts;  but  it  is  not  in 
human  power — in  human  argument,  to  make  me  wed  you. 

Sir  G.  Is  it  so? 

Floren.  I  will  not  do  you  that  great — that  lasting 
wrong.  You  shall  not  endure  that  wretched  mockery, 
that  worst  of  all  hypocrisies — a  wife  without  a  heart. 

Sir  G.  What !  Can  I  think  a  pledge — made  with  such 
seeming  truth,  was  but  a  wayward  thought,  an  act  of 
sudden  pride? 

Floren.  Judge  me  as  you  will,  but  pardon,  pity  me. 

Sir  G.  You  say  you  cannot  bring  a  heart.  Is  it 
another’s  ? 

Floren.  In  girlhood  given,  and — I  feel  it  now — forever. 

Sir  G.  Hope  you  to  wed  him  ? 

Floren.  Never.  Our  fates  are  separate.  He  has  long  out¬ 
lived  the  thought  he  bore  me — and  marries  with  another. 

Sir  G.  And  you  ? 

Floren.  I  must  learn  patience. 

Sir  G.  (r.c.)  Nay,  confide  in  my  affection — truth. 
Henceforth,  I’ll  think  there  is  no  use  in  time,  save  what 
is  spent  in  tenderness,  in  love  for  you. 

Floren.  (l.c.)  And  what  the  reward  for  this  devotion? 
Indifference,  or  worse  still — a  smiling,  cold  similitude  of 
love.  Sir  Gilbert,  you  shall  not  deceive  yourself.  Each 
day,  each  hour  would  bring  to  you  new  weariness.  Full 
soon  the  colours  that  your  passion  paints  me  with  would 
fade — full  soon  would  show  you  the  blank  dull  pining 
creature  you  were  doomed  to.  No  cloud  of  thought  would 
shade  my  face — no  sigh  unconsciously  escape  me — but  that 
with  a  pang  of  heart  you’d  think  was  given  to  another. 
And  would  this  be  life — tJ is  marriage?  A  thousand 
times  more  welcome  is  the  grave  than  such  a  daily  death 
of  truth — than  such  a  life,  masked  at  the  best  by  smiling 
falsehood.  Yet  hear  me,  Sir  Gilbert  1  I  have  thought  of 
this  till  thought  has  been  a  chaos.  I  have  wronged  your 
noble  nature — sported  with  your  best  hopes.  But  pity, 
pardon,  and  release  me.  [falls  on  her  knees) 
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Sir*  G.  [raising  her)  Rise,  madam,  you  are  free.  I 
sought  a  wife,  and  not  a  victim.  Exit ,  r. 

Floren.  'Tis  past — a  few  moments  are  now  all  that 
remain  to  me.  Through  the  garden  I  may  pass  un¬ 
observed,  and  so  in  safety  seek  the  carriage.  Dear  Bessy. 
Yet  ’tis  better  we  should  part  thus.  I  should  need  courage 
for  other  leave  taking.  ( going ,  c.) 

Enter  Clarence,  l.,  from  garden . 

Clarence ! 

Clarence,  (l.)  Madam !  [aside)  How  changed !  Her 
haughty  looks  are  quenched  in  tears.  Is  such  the 
triumph  of  a  happy  bride  ? 

Floren.  (r.)  To  what  accident — to  what  jest  of  fortune 
may  I  owe  this  meeting  ? 

Clarence.  Florentine,  I  have  sought  you — let  us  for 
the  last  time  commune  with  open  hearts ;  let  us,  if  for 
the  last  time,  remember  that  blissful  season  when  youth 
and  love  made  for  our  souls  a  paradise  of  hope. 

Floren.  Such  hopes  are  buried,  wherefore  disturb 
them  ?  Maturer  days  and  newer  duties  bid  us  both  forget 
them. 

Clarence.  Oh,  Florentine,  find  you  forgetfulness  so 
easy? 

Floren.  Let  such  be  your  lesson ;  you  owe  it — ’tis  a 
sacred  debt — to  her  you’ll  call  your  wife. 

Clarence.  My  wife ! 

Floren.  Sir  Gilbert  has  informed  me  of  the  approaching 
ceremony.  Happiness  await  you !  [going  up) 

Clarence.  Yet  a  moment.  I  too  have  heard  of  a 
marriage.  Sir  Gilbert,  exulting  in  his  triumph,  has 
himself  informed  me.  Is  it  permitted  to  one,  whose 
greatest  human  hope  it  was  to  make  that  happiness,  to 
wish  you  all  felicity  ? 

Floren.  I  take  this  jesting  with  a  broken  heart.  Yes, 
Clarence,  'tis  even  so,  for  now  I  need  the  pride  to  mask 
it — as  so  much  penance  for  my  folly  past.  ’Tis  true 
Sir  Gilbert  sought  to  wed  me.  My  birth,  condition,  all 
unknown  to  him,  he  asked  my  hand — I  gave  it.  Heedless 
and  desperate  with  wounded  love,  I  gave  it — for  ever 
pledged  my  fate  with  his. 

Clarence.  And  you  will  marry  him? 
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Floren.  Never! 

Clarence.  Florentine ! 

Floren.  And  now,  sir,  let  these  be  the  last  words 
between  us — this  our  last  meeting  upon  earth. 

Clarence.  By  my  soul's  hope,  no. 

Floren.  (r.)  You  are  affianced — newly-bound ;  your 
faith  is  now  another's.  Nor  am  I  so  poor  of  heart — so 
weak — to  pay  back  the  generosity  of  Sir  Gilbert  with 
such  falsehood. 

Clarence.  Hear  me !  'Tis  true  that,  as  I  thought,  in¬ 
different  to  all,  I  half  consented  to  my  uncle's  wish.  In 
very  emptiness  of  heart  I  did  so ;  for,  schooled  by  him, 
I  had  learned  to  look  on  all  things  with  apathetic  eyes ; 
and  for  marriage,  to  think  it  at  the  best  a  wealthy  bargain 
settled  by  the  priest.  Such  was  my  miserable  faith,  when 
again  you  beamed  upon  me  ;  once  again  touched  my  frigid 
heart  to  life — seemed  to  bring  back  to  me  the  pure  and 
happy  thoughts  of  youth,  when  you  were  blended  with 
its  being,  blessing  and  refining  it.  Thus  awakened — 
thus  regenerate — before  the  world  I  claim  you, — my  wife ! 

[goes  to  her ,  r.  c.) 

Enter  Sir  Gilbert,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Goldthumb,  Felix  and 

Bessy,  Professor  Truffles  and  Miss  Tucker,  r.  1  e. 

Sir  Gilbert,  in  good  time  have  you  come  to  bless  my 
choice. 

Sir  G.  (c.)  Your  choice! 

Floren.  Clarence ! 

Clarence,  (l.)  Again  I  say,  my  wife!  You  bade  me 
seek  my  early  love — bade  me,  if  I  found  her  true  and 
trusting,  to  marry  her.  And  if  there  be  faith  in  human 
words,  with  her  mute  looks  she  asks  your  blessing. 

Sir  G.  Your  early  love  !  What — Florentine — 

Gold.  Quite  true.  She's  the  baker's  daughter. 

Miss  T.  My  runaway  parlour-boarder. 

Bi  :ssy.  My  dear — dear  schoolfellow  ! 

Sir  G.  (aside,  l.  c.)  This  is  a  trial  for  my  h&art — my 
pride.  But  I  will — 1  must  subdue  it.  He  has  my  word : 
my  promise,  gained  too  by  no  sleight  or  trick  ;  and 
though  it  wrings  me  to  the  soul,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I 
will  perform  it.  (crosses  r.)  Clarence,  you  have  done  well — 
very  well.  Even  I,  your  old,  mistaken  tutor,  must  confess  it. 
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TIME  WORKS  WONDERS, 


[Act  5, 


Florentine,  despite  of  all,  I  must  have  your  love :  nay,  I 
will  force  It  from  you ;  for  with  my  heart,  though,  in 
truth,  the  benison  costs  it  a  struggle — with  my  heart,  I 
say,  heaven  bless  you.  ( joins  their  hands)  Be  happy. 
[goes  up) 

Miss  T.  (r.  c.)  Lady  Norman,  that  will  be — a  thousand 
and  a  thousand  joys. 

Felix,  (c.)  Mrs.  Professor  Truffles,  that  will  be — all 
joy  to  you ! 

Sir  G.  (l.  c.)  What!  Another  wedding? 

Trufp.  (r.)  Yes  ;  we  propose  at  last  to  set  up  in  life. 
We  intend  to  marry,  and — scholastically— have  girls  and 
boys. 

Felix.  Well  resolved.  Clarence,  your  hand.  I  was 
sure  of  it.  Though  you  were  well-nigh  spoilt,  I  had 
faith  in  your  heart.  I  knew  in  time  you’d  return  to  the 
parlour-boarder. 

Gold.  Yes, — Time’s  work;  Time  has  done  it  all !  Time 
has  taught  the  baronet  here  that  certain  lessons — like 
certain  drugs — ar’n’t  a  bit  the  better  swallowed  by  the 
apothecary  who  deals  in  ’em.  Time,  too,  has  sent  back 
my  Felix— it  must  be  confessed,  an  extraordinary  boy — 
the  wild,  green  goose,  paired  and  sobered.  Time,  too, 
has  matched  Miss  Tucker  and  the  Professor,  [aside) 
just  as  after  a  long  hunt  we  sometimes  match  an 
odd  china  cup  and  saucer.  Time,  too,  has  made  me 
the  happiest  old  trunk-maker — yes,  I  say  it,  for  all 
my  wife’s  looking  at  me — the  happiest  old  trunk-maker 
that  ever  buried  an  author.  And  thus,  however  bitter 
the  draught  may  be — however  heavy  the  load — let’s 
swallow  it  with  patience — let’s  bear  it  with  a  smile — 
hopeful  in  the  belief,  that  however  dark  the  present, — 
Time  Works  Wonders. 
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MISCELLANEOUS  PLAYS. 

hiany  very  scarce.  Price  6d.  each ,  unless  otherwise  marked. 

(b)  denotes  burlesque,  (c)  comedy,  (c  d)  comic  drama,  (c  o)  comic  opera, 
(d)  drama,  (ex)  extravaganza,  (f)  farce,  (f  p)  fairy  play,  (i)  interlude, 
(m  d)  melodrama,  (o  b)  opera  bouffe,  (p)  play,  (r)  romance,  (t)  tragedy, 
(v)  vaudeville. 


Abelard  and  Ileloise  (d),  3,  Is.  Buckstone 
Abon  Ilassan  (ex).  A.  O’Neal 
Abon  Hassan  (c  d),  2 
Adrian  and  Orilla  (p),  5.  W.  Dimond 
^/Agamemnon  &  Cassandra  (b).  R.  Reece 
Aladdin  II  (o  b)  1.?.  A.  Thompson 
Alhambra  (b).  A.  Smith 
Armourer’s  Daughter  (ex}.  II.  T.  Arden 
Athenian  Captive  (t),  5,  Is.  L.  N.  Talfourd 
Bailiff’s  Daughter  (f),  1 
Battle  of  Life  (d),  3,  Is.  A.  Smith 
Beast  and  Beauty  (b).  F.  C.  Burnand 
Beau  Nash  (c),  3.  D.  Jerrold 
Bird  of  Paradise  (f).  A.  Thompson 
Bon  Ton  (f),  2,  Is.  D.  Garrick 
Borrowing  a  Husband(c),l.  W.T.Moncrieff 
Brigand  (b).  G.  h’Beckett 
|  Bringing  Home  the  Bride  (v),  2.  Moncrieff 
Bubbles  of  the  Day  (c),  5, 1?.  D.  Jerrold 
Burmese  War  (m  d),  3.  J.  Hamherst 
Butterfly’s  Ball  (ex),  1.9.  H.  R.  Addison 
Cadi  (c  o),  2.  A.  Thomas 
Cadi’s  Daughter  (opta),  1.  E.  Fitzball 
Camaralzaman  (f  p)  ,  Is.  G.  P.  ft.  James 
Casco  Bay  (d),  2 

Castle  of  Paluzzie  (d),  2,  2s.  Raymond 
Cateran’s  Son  (d),  2.  C.  Z.  Barnett 
Catherine  of  Cleves  (d>,  3, 1-s. 

Catherine  of  Russia  (d),l 
Caught  &  Caged  (opta),  1.  J.  P.  Simpson 
Change  of  ’Air  (f).  P.  F.  Aldred 
Circumstantial  Evidence  (c  d),  1.  Barnett 
Citizen  (f),  2.  A.  Murphy 
^Climbing  Boy  (d),  3,  2s.  ft.  B.  Peake 
^Conscious  Lovers  (c),  5.  Sir  ft.  Steele 
Courier  of  Lyons  (d),  3.  E.  Stirling 
Court  Fool  (d),  2.  W.  E.  Burton 
Court  of  Qn.  Anne  (d),^.  W.  T.  Moncrieff 
Cruel  Kindness  (p),  5.  C.  Crowe 
Crusaders  (d),  3.  J.  Kingdom 
Daughter  (p),  5,  Is.  J.  S.  Kno^  les 
Day  at  an  Inn  (i),  1 
De  Monfort  (t),  5.  J.  Baillie 
Devil’s  In  It  (c  o),  2.  M.  W.  Balfe 
Devil’s  Ring  (ex),  G.  II.  Rodwell 
Discreet  Statues  (b),  3.  C.  Penruddocke 
Don  Carlos  (t),  5,  2s.  6(7.  F.  Yon  Schiller 
Drama  at  Home  (ex),  2.  J.  R,  Plaiiclid 
Duchess  Eleanour  (t),  5,  1$. 

Duplicity  (c),  5.  T.  Ilolcroft 
Dwarf  of  Naples  (c),  5,  Is.  G.  Soame 
Eagles  of  Europe  (c),  1 
Elephant  of  Siam,  juvenile  drama 
Exposition  (sketcn),l  Shirley  Brooks 
Familiar  Friend  (f),  1.  Mark  Lemon 
Farmer's  Wife  (c  o),  3.  C.  Dibdin 
Fiesco  (p),  1*.  6 d.,  5.  J.  R.  Planchd 
figure  of  Fun  (f),  1.  E,  Stirling 


First  Love  (c),  5.  R.  Cumberland 
Five  in  One  (c  d),  1.  II.  Walpole 
Follies  of  a  Day  (c),  3.  T.  Ilolcroft 
Force  of  Nature  (c;,  2.  T.  J.  Thackeray 
Fowl  P!av  (b).  F,  C.  Burnand 
Francis  I.  (t),  5,  3s.  F.  A.  Kemble 
Fredolfo  (t),  5,  2s.  C.  R.  Maturin 
Garcia  (t),  5,  1.9.  Gd.  F.  G.  Tomlins 
Gentleman  in  Black  (bta),  1.  Lemon 
Giselle  (d),  2.  W.  Moncrieff 
Gladiator  of  Ravenna,  (t),5.  1/6.  Charltoi 
Good  Looking  Fellow  (f),  1.  J.  Kenney 
He  Would  be  a  Soldier  (c),  5.  F.  Pilon 
Heart  of  Gold  (d),  3,  1.9.  D.  Jerrold 
Heart  of  London  (d),  3,  Is.  Moncrieff 
Heiress  <c),  5, 1.9.  Gen.  Burgoyne 
Hit  and  Miss  (b).  F.  C.  Burnand 
I  loft  man  (t),  5,  1  s.  II.  Chettle 
Horace  and  Lydia  (c),  1.  F.  P. 

House  of  Ladies  (bta),  1.  Mark  Lemon 
How  to  take  up  a  Bill  (v),  1.  Moncrieff 
Husbands.  Wives,  and  Lovers  (f),  1. 

Ida  de  Galis  (t),  5,  2s.  Gd.  Morgan 
Irish  Absentee  (f),  2.  J.  W.  Hyde 
Irish  Engagement  (f).  W.  Watts 
Irish  Heiress  (c),  5,2s,  Gd.  D.  Boucicault 
Isaure  (m  d),  3.  B.  Webster 
Isolda  (d),  5,  1.9.  Author  of  Runnymede 
Jack  Shepherd  (d),  3, 1.9.  6(7.  J.  T.  Haines 
Jane  (d),  2,  1.9.  J.P.  Hart 
Jenny  Jones  (opta),  1,  Is.  Gd.  F.  Cooper 
Jew  of  Malta  (t),  6,  Is.  C.  Marlow 
Job”  of  Procida,  (t),  5, 3s.  J.  S.  Knowles 
J osi-  '’hie  (d),  2.  C.  E.  Wallis 
Kin*'  jud  Carpenter  (p),  1, 1.9.  Lawrence 
King  incog,  (f),  2, 1.9.  G.  E.  a’Beckett 
King’s  Fool  (p),  3,  2s.  Gd.  Mullingen 
King’s  Seal  (c),  2,  Is. 

King  Zany’s  Daughter  (b),  1.  Bosbacca 
Kiss  and  the  Rose  (v),  1.  Moncrieff 
Lai  la  Rookh  (ex),  3, 1.9.  V.  Amcotts  # 
Last  Nail  (d),  2.  G.  D.  Pitt 
Law  of  Jarva  (p),  3,  2s.  G.  Colman 
Lion’s  Lady  (bta),  2 
Little  Lost  Child  (b),  Is.  II.  Hume 
Little  Madcap  (i),  1.  C.  S.  C.  Taylor 
Little  Snowwliite  (T  p).  C.  Mill  ward 
Loch  invar  (d),  2, 1,9.  W.  T.  Moncrieff 
Lone  Hut  (d),  2,  1.9.  G.  Raymond 
Love  in  Wrinkles  (c  o),  2.  M.  ft.  Lawr 
Love  Tests  (opta),  1.  V.  Amcotts 
Love’s  Frailties  (d),  2.  J.  J.  Stafford 
Love’s  Livery  (f),l  \L  Brougham 
Love’s  Trial  (p),  5,  2s. 

Lucrctia  (t),  5,  Is.  M.  Ponsard 
Lurline  (m  cl).  1.  D.  Pitt 
Macbeth  Modernised  (b) 

Maid  of  Maricndorpt  QOj  5>  2s>  KnowJii 


if  aid  of  Switzerland  (d),  1.  Wilson 
Maiden  Aunt  (c),  5,  Is.  R.  B.  Knowles 
Mammon  and  Gammon  (f),  1 
Manager’s  Daughter  (i),  s.  E.  Lancaster 
Manuel  (t),  5,  Is.  Author  of  Bertram 
Margaret’s  Ghost  (r),  2.  E.  Fitzhall 
Mark  Lawrence  (d),  2.  W.  B.  Ligliterness 
Marriage  of  Sir  Gawaine  (e) 

Martha  (b),  1.  Capt.  Arbuthnot 
Mary  Melvyn  (m  d),  3,  Is.  E.  Eitzball 
Master  Clarke  (p),  5,  Is.  6 d.  T.  J.  Serle 
Match  for  a  Monarch  (c),  5,  Is.  S.  Hickson 
Match-Breaking  (c),  3,  Is.  6d.  J.  Kenney 
Merchant  of  London  (p),  5, 2s.  T.  J.  Serle 
Merry  Zingara,  parody.  W.  S.  Gilbert 
Metliinks  I  see  my  Father  (c  d),  2. 

Midas  (bta),  2,  Is.  K.  0.  Hara 
Military  Billy  Taylor  (ex).  F.  C.  Burnand 
Mirandola  (t),  5,  2s.  B.  Cornwall 
Modus  Operandi  (p),  3,  Is.  J.  Walker 
Monsieur  Mallet  (d)  3,  Is. 

Mothers  and  Daughters  (c),5 ,2s.  R.  Bell 
Mount  St.  Bernard  (d),  3.  W.  T.  Monerieff 
Mountain  Dim  (ex),  Is.  A.  llalliday 
Mrs.  Harris’s  Baby  (i),  Is.  Buss 
Murder  of  the  Glen  (d),  2,  Is.  J.  P.  Hart 
My  Friend  the  Captain  (f),  1,1s.  Coyne 
My  Friend  the  Governor  (v),ls.  Blanche 
Mysterious  Mother  (t),  4,  Is.  II.  Walpole 
Kaomie  (d),  2.  D.  W.  Osbaldiston 
Hina  Sforza  (t),  5,  2s.  It.  Z.  S.  Troughton 
Nicholas  Flam  (f),  2.  J.  B.  Buckstone 
Ho.  49,  farce,  1.  F.  Lawrence 
Nobody’s  Clieild  (b),  1.  H.  T.  Arden 
Hone  but  the  Brave,  &c.  (ex),  4 
North  Pole  (m  d),  2.  J.  T.  Haines 
Not  a  Word  (bta) 

Noxia  (p)  5,  Is.  II.  J.  Smith 
Number  (  ne.  &c.  (f),l 
Old  Carlisle  Bridge  (b),  1.  W.  Scribble 
Old  Love  and  the  New  (c),  5.  R.  Sullivan 
Old  Maids  (c),  5,  2s.  J.  8.  Knowles 
Oliver  Cromwell  (t),  5.  Is. 

Olympic  Games  (ex).  F.  C.  Burnand 

One  Fault  (d),  2,  Is.  W.  T.  Moncrieif 

Orphan  (t),  5,  Is.  T.  Otway 

Oar  New  Governess  (c),  2,  Is.  S.  Brooks 

Out  of  Sight  (opta),  1.  C.  Stephenson 

Panel  (c),  3.  J.  P.  Kemble 

Parson’s  Nose  (cta)l, 

Pay  for  Peeping  (f),  2,  Is.  B.  Webster 
Peasant  of  Lucerne  (d),  3,  3s.  G.  Soane 
Peer  and  Peasant  (c),  5,  Is.  W.  T.  Monerieff 
Perfect  Menagerie  (f),  1 .  J.  W.  Lawrence 
Post  Captain  (d),  3.  W.  T.  Townsend 
Pretender  (c),  2.  J.  J.  Stafford 
Pretty  Druidess  (ex).  W.  S.  Gilbert 
Princess  in  Tower  (ex),  1 
Prison  and  Palace  (c  d),  2,  Is.  Simpson  | 
Prison  of  Toulon  (d),  3.  Richards 
Promissory  Note  (opta),  Is. 

Queen  and  her  Ladies  (p),  3.  I.  Incognita  j 
Queen  Cremeliilda  (t),  5,  Is.  S.  Hickson  1 
Queen’s  Visit  (bta),  1,  Is.  F.  Cooper  i 
Rabbi  of  York  (t),  f>,  Is. 

Railway  Bubbles  (f)  1,1s.  J.  S.  Coyne  j 
Rake  and  his  Pupil  (c),  3,  2s.  Buckstone 
Ran  Dan  Club  (f),  J.  Worrell 
Ravenna  (t),  5 


Regent  (c),  2,  Is.  J.  R.  Blanche 
Reputation,  (p),  5.  Is.  J.  It.  Planchd 
Respectable  Man  (c),  3,  Is.  C <t. 

Revolt  of  the  Workhouse  (b),ls.  a’Becketl 
Richard  III.,  travestie,  2 
Richard  III.  (b).  F.  C.  Burnand 
Richard  Turpin  (f),  1.  M.  Barnett 
Right  full  Heir  (b),  1.  II.  T.  Arden 
Ring  (d),  2.  Mrs.  M.  Turnbull 
Rise  of  the  Rotheschildes  (d),2,  Is. 
Robinson  Crusoe  (b),  Is. 

Roman  Father  (t),  5.  W.  Whitehead 
Rose  of  Arragon  (p),  5,  2s.  J.S.  Knowles 
Rouge  et  Noil*  (f),  2,  Is.  J.  Ebsworth 
Run  to  Earth  (f),  1.  M.  Hall 
Runnymede  (t),  5,  Is. 

Sardinapalus  (b).  H.  S.  Granville 
School  for  Wives  (c),  5.  C.  B.  Bradshaw 
Seamstress  (d),  2,  Is.  M.  Lemon 
Siege  of  Seringapatam  (b).  Burnand 
Siege  of  Troy  (b),  1,  Is.  R.  B.  Brough 
Self  Sacrifice  (m  d),'2,  Is.  G.  Soane 
Sesostris  (t)  5,  Is.  C.  H.  Williams 
Shakesperc  and  Co.  (c),  5.  Bradshaw 
Sinbad  the  Sailor  (m  d),  2,  Is.  H.  Younge 
Son  of  the  Sun  (b),  Is.  G.  A.  a’Beckett 
Spanish  Curate  (c),  5,  Is. 

Struggle  for  Gold  (d),  5.  E.  Stirling 
Taken  in  and  done  for  (f).  C.  Selby 
Tale  of  a  Pig  (f),  1,  Is.  J.  Bruton 
Tarnation  Strange  (f),  2,  Is.  Monerieff 
That  Odious  Captain  Cutter  (eta),  1. 
Three  Calendars  (b),  3.  C.  Penruddock 
Three  Clerks  (t),  2,  Is.  W.  Ox  berry 
Timoleon  (t),  5,  Is.  R.  W.  Jamieson 
Timour,  Cream  of  all  Tartars  (b) 

Tobit’s  Dog  (c),  1.  W.  T.  Mcncrieff 
Trail  of  Sin  (d),  3.  II.  Leslie 
Trevanion  (p),  3,  Js.  W.  Marston 
True  Forgiveness  (d),  3.  Dr.  E.  Howard 
Turf  (c  cl),  2,  Is.  M.  Lemon 
Two  Greens  (f),  Is.  L.  Rede 
Two  Heads  better  than  One  (c),  2. 

Two  Pages  Frederick  the  Great  (c),  2,  Is. 
Ulf  the  Minstrel  (ex),  I.  R.  Reece 
Uncle  Oliver  (f),  2,  Is.  J.  T.  Haines 
Very  Little  Faust  (b),  Is.  F.  C.  Burnand 
Vespers  of  Palermo  (t),  5,  Is. 

Victim  of  St.  Vincent  (m  d)  4.  Serle 
Victorine  (d),  4.  H.  M.  Milner 
Videna  (t),  5,  Is.  J.  A.  Ileraud 
Villikcns  and  his  Dinah  (f),  1.  J.  Bruton 
Vortigern  (p),5,  Is.  W.  H.  Ireland 
Vow  of  Silence  (m  d),  2.  C.  Z.  Barnett 
Waslha  (p),  3,1s.  W.  H.  Oxberry 
Watch  and  Ward  (f).  A.  Wigan 
What’s  your  Game  (eta),  1,1s.  J.  Bruton 
Which  is  the  King  (c  d),  1.  W.  Watts 
Who’s  a  Traveller  (f),  1,  Is.  F.  Cooper 
Wild  Boy  of  Bohemia  (d),2. 

Wild  Goose  Chase  (f),  2,  Is.  II.  Jameson 
Winterbottoms  (f),  1.  W.  T.  Monerieff 
Wizard  Priest  (d),  3.  J.  Walker 
Woman’s  Wit  (p),  5,  2s.  J.  S.  Knowles 
Wrangling  Managers, prelude 
Wreck  of  the  London,  ballard.  Ileraud 
Young  Hussar,  (opta),  2 
Zoroaster  (m  d),  2,  Is.  W.  T.  Monerieff 


